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If | am Dreaming, Please Don't Wake Me Up 


Author's Notes: 
So this is chapter I2 now :) Things get a little heated between Varg and Pelle ;) Anyways, enjoy chapter 12 


everyone! D 


He opened his eyes, to the bright sun, shining up above in the sky. He felt the cool morning breeze, and heard 
some birds chirping. His back hurt from sitting up against the tree. Varg moved a little, making sure not to 
wake Pelle, who was still asleep in his arms. When he felt that he was more comfortable, he rested his head 
back against the tree. His dreams were quite pleasant last night. He dreamed that him and Pelle were kissing 
again. Well, they were making out. Pelle was running his hands through his hair, as Varg was sucking on his pale 
neck, making him keen and moan, as he was sending shivers down his spine. Pelle had his shirt off, and one of 
Varg's hands was playing with his nipple, and the other was trailing down his thigh. Varg soon awoke when he 
was almost about to take off his jeans. 


Right now, Varg was in a very, very uncomfortable situation. As much as he would like to remember the 


dream, he would have to forget it for now, to get rid of his morning wood. If Pelle woke up right now, he would 


surely be embarrassed. They just got into an relationship and it was still too early to be thinking of the 
vocalist in that way. 


He looked down at the sleeping form in his arms. Varg could hear his light breathing, and could feel his 
heartbeat. He had a small smile on his face. He looked like he was having a very good dream. He seemed to be 


more at peace right now, then what he was when he was awake, especially after what he had seen last night. 
Varg leaned over and kissed the top of his forehead. He then took a look at his watch and saw that it was 
almost 9:00 am. He didn't want to wake the Swede up, but he knew that the others would wonder where they 
are soon, and that they better be heading back to the house now. He shook Pelle's shoulder a litle. 


"Pelle. Its time to wake up." 


Pelle moved a little, and mumbled in his sleep. "Just give me five more minutes.." His voice was quiet and he 


was a bit groggy. 

Varg laughed quietly. "I know that you're tired love, but we have to get to back to the house before the 
others start wondering where we are. They'll come looking for us, and find us laying together. Come on Pelle, 
wake up sleepy head." 

Pelle lifted his head from where it laid on Varg's chest and looked up at Varg. Varg ran his fingers through his 
hair, as Pelle complained about how he didn't want to go back to the house, and how tired he was, and just 
wanted to sleep in Varg's warm arms. 


| know you're tired love. | am too. We can go back to sleep after breakfast if you want." 


“Alright. That sounds like a good idea" Pelle said, as he was sitting up, stretching and yawning a bit. "I had a 
very good dream last night.” 


‘Mmm. did too. | would tell you about mine, but its a bit embarrassing." He said, blushing. "What was yours 
about?" 


"Well, we were cuddling, and then we started making out." 

"Really? Mines was like that too." 

"It was a good dream." 

"l'm sure it was." Varg gave him a light kiss on the lips before he stood up. "Anyways, we better hide the 
clothes | was wearing before, and the weapons too." He bent down to pick up the armor and weapons he had 


brought here with him. Pelle picked up the blanket and placed it over them. "Alright. Lets hope they don't 
notice whats under the blanket. Come on. Lets get back to the house now." 


They both started walking back towards the house. They walked slowly, in a very comfortable silence. It didn't 
take long for them to get back. When they got closer, they could see Jorn on the porch, staring down at 
something that was on there. 


"Oh no.Euronymous, not again!" 
Varg was the first to speak to him. "Good morning Jorn. How was your night?" 


"It was fine. Though Euronymous was bitching about some stuff. About how the house isn't clean, and that no 


one ever helps him clean it: 
"Hmmph.| don't understand why he gives a fuck. Its not like he cleans anyways." Pelle said. 


"Yeah, | know." Jorn said, taking a drag off of the cigarette he was smoking. "He also went out shooting last 
right. It seems that he left a little present on the porch." 


Varg and Pelle both looked to where Jorn was pointing at. They saw a dead crow lying on the porch. It had a 
bullet wound through its chest. 


"That shit is disgusting. Hey Pelle, maybe you should take this one with you, since the other one you have is 


starting to smell so bad." 


"| don't have it anymore. Euronymous threw it away. He doesn't want me to bring no more dead birds into the 


house, or other dead creatures." 
"Oh okay. Anyways, | made some breakfast for everyone. You two hungry?" 


They both nodded their heads. They headed inside the house, stepping over the dead crow. When they got 
inside they headed towards the kitchen. Varg and Pelle went to sit at the table, as Jorn went to make their 
plates. 


"Hellhammer is in the shower, and Euronymous went over to Sonja's house." Jorn sighed as he was making 
Varg's and Pelle's plates. "He was also bitching about breakfast. Complaining about how the toast and bacon was 


burnt, and that there was a shell in his eggs." He hands them their plates. "Does that look bad to you?" 


Varg looked at the food on the plates. The bacon and toast looked fine. He tasted the eggs and found that there 


was no shells in them. "Everything seems to be fine. | don't know what he was complaining about." 
"He probably just needed something to bitch about. Again" Pelle said, as he was eating. 
Jorn who made a cup of coffee for himself, sat down at the table with them. "I believe it. He always needs to 


bitch about something, even if its something small. He's also going to Helvete today too." He took a sip of his 
coffee. "He wants to see if theres a letter in the mail, confirming that we're going on tour this month." 


Varg who had just finished eating the food on his plate, froze up a bit. He did not want Pelle to leave. He 
needed him to stay in Krakstad with him. Pelle also finished his plate. He noticed that Varg had a worried look 
on his face. He moved his hand under the table and held onto Varg's. He squeezed it. Reassuring him that 
everything would be alright. 


"Well, | hope that all works out for you guys." Varg said, lying. 
"Thanks. So anyways, how was your guys camp out last night?" 


"It was alright. Me and Pelle got to know each other more. You could say that we are good friends now.’ Varg 


said, with a small smile on his face. 
"Well that is good. I'm glad that you two are getting along.” 


"Me too." Varg said, as he was standing up. "Anyways, I'm going to go take the blanket upstairs now. Pelle, how 
about you and me go somewhere? To get out of the house for a litte bit." 


Pelle perked up at the sound of that. "Alright. | know a place where we can go thats not far from here." 


They both headed up the stairs to his room. Pelle opened the door and they both went inside. He grabbed the 
blanket and placed it on back on the bed. Varg put the armor and the weapons inside of the closet, making sure 


that they were hidden. 


"We need to get some new clothes on. The ones we are wearing now are a bit dirty." He said, looking down at 
his shirt. "I suggest that you wear a long, sleeved shirt, since it is still cold out" Varg took a look out the 
window, as Pelle was digging through his clothes to find something that would keep him warm. "Hmm..it seems 


to be snowing right now." 
"It is?" 
"Yeah, come take a look." 


Pelle walked over, and looked over at the window. He smiled when he saw that it was actually snowing. It was 


coming down fast. "I like winter. It is my favorite season" 
"Did you find anything to wear?" 


Pelle shakes his head. "No, | couldn't find a long, sleeved shirt. It seems that the ones | have need to be 


washed." 


"Hold on. I'll find you something.” Varg went over to where his bag was. He opened it and searched for a shirt 


that Pelle could wear. He pulled out his Bathory shirt and handed it to Pelle. "Here. This will keep you warm." 


Pelle took the shirt from him, placed it on the bed, and went to take the shirt off that he was wearing. 


Varg liked what he was seeing when he got it off. He stared at Pelle's chest, admiring it. There were some 
scars on it, and his ribs were sticking out. Varg walked over to him and wrapped his arms around his waist, as 


Pelle wrapped his around his neck. "You are very beautiful Pelle." 
"Thanks." Pelle said, a light blush forming on his cheeks. 


"Do you mind if we stay here a little bit?" 

Pelle nodded his head. He knew what Varg had in mind. They would go to where Pelle had in mind after they 

were finished with their little make out session. They kissed again. It was a long and passionate kiss. As they 
were kissing, Varg picked Pelle up and walked them over to the bed. He placed Pelle on the bed, onto his back. 
He then leaned down and went to suck on Pelle's nipples, while rubbing his hand over his chest. 


He pinched one of his ripples. Pelle had to bite his lip, so that he would not be so loud. Varg twisted, and pulled 
at the pink bud in his hand. His mouth was moving upwards to Pelle's neck He sucked on the pale flesh, loving 
the small, quiet moans that were coming from the Swede's mouth. His licked around his throat, and went down 
to his collar bone. One of his hands was still playing with his nipples, while the other was rubbing his leg. He 
lifted his head up, and looked at Pelle, who face was one of pleasure. He leaned up and kissed him on the lips 


again. 

They made out for another few minutes, and then they were done for now. They would continue it later. They 
both sat up on the bed. Pelle picked up the shirt Varg had given him and put it on. Varg looked over at him, 
and saw that he had left a purple mark on his neck. 

"You need to cover that up." Varg said, laughing. 

"Well its your fault that | have it now." Pelle said, laughing too. "Hopefully the guys don't notice." 

"We'll make sure that they don't” Varg reached over to where his jacket was, and grabbed a dark, red scarf 
that was in one of its pockets. He waited for Pelle to put his jacket on, and then wrapped the scarf around his 
neck. "There, now they won't see it" He then went to put on his jacket, and then his boots. “Alright, now we're 
ready to go. Come on" 

They headed downstairs. They took the back door outside. Pelle shivered a little, feeling the cold air hit him. 
Varg wrapped one arm around his shoulder, warming him up a little. They started walking down a trail, holding 
hands. 

"So, what is this place that you want to show me? 


"You'll see. We're not far from it now." 


They kept walking for at least ten minutes or so, until they stopped at an old rusted gate. Inside there was a 


cemetery. It looked like it was very old, and that no new graves had been made for a quite a long time. Pelle 


opened the gate, and they both went in. 
"Of course you take me to a cemetery." Varg said, laughing a little. 


"I love them. | think they're beautiful. | love walking through them. This one dates back to the 1700's. No one 
really knows about this place except me. | like to come here and get away from all the hell that goes on in 


that house." 
"It does seem very peaceful here." 
"It is. It is the best place to go to besides the woods." 


They stopped at a small tombstone. It was so old that you couldn't see the date and name of the person who 
was buried here. 


"I stopped at your grave before | came back here. That was where | met Tracey.” 
"Varg, I'm glad that you came back. To save me, to be with me." 


"Well, | wasn’t planning on being in a relationship with you at first, but lets just say that Tracey made me 
realize how much | was in love with you, and also knowing that you have feelings for me too. | am glad that | 
changed my mind, to be with you. | wouldn't have it any other way." He squeezed Pelle's hand, and kissed him 
on the cheek. 


Pelle looked over at him, his eyes filling up with tears. Varg went to wipe at them. "Hey, why are you crying? 
Was it something | said?" 


Pelle shook his head. "These are not tears of sadness Varg, these are tears of joy. All my life, I've felt so cold 
Not even a warm fire could help warm me up. But now that | am with you, that has changed. | feel as though 
there is a fire burning deep inside me, especially when you kiss me." He kissed Varg on his lips. He rested his 

head on his chest and wrapped his arms around his waist. Varg wrapped one arm around the back of his head, 


and the other on the small of his back. "You make me feel warm Varg. | love you." 


"| love you too." 


They headed back to the house, about half an hour later. They went inside of the house, and saw Euronymous 
talking to Necrobutcher. Hellhammer was sitting on the couch. He turned to Varg and Pelle, who were still 


standing in the doorway. "There you two are. We were wondering when you guys would come back." 


"We were just out walking.” Varg said. 


"Euronymous seems to be in a good mood. Whats with him?" 


Euronymous who heard Pelle speaking, walked over to them. "You want to know why I'm in a good mood? Well 


take a look at this." 

He handed Pelle the letter that he had in his hands. Pelle read over it. Varg also took a look at it, and he 
frowned when he read it. It was a official. Mayhem would be going on tour soon, in a couple of days, and Varg 
would be stuck here at the house while they were away. He handed Euronymous back the letter when he was 
finished reading it. 

"Well, I'm happy for you guys. So, you are touring Norway?" 


"Yes we are." Euronymous said. "Its going to be a great tour. We'll be gone for at least a couple of months. So | 


hope that you'll be alright here by yourself Varg." 


"l'Il be fine. But theres one little problem. | don't have a job to help pay for bills and buy food while you guys 


are away." 


Jorn spoke. "I can get you a job at the local library in Oslo. Do you have a license? Because you can use my 


car to get there." 
‘Of course | do. So will this job pay enough?" 


"Yes it will" Euronymous said. "I've worked there before, and they pay a decent amount of money. Necro, why 


don't you help Varg with that right now, while | speak to Dead in the rehearsal room" 

"Alright. Come on Varg, lets call them up and try to get you a job there” 

"Okay" He then leaned over and whispered into Pelle's ear. “Don't let him try to do anything to you" 

"Ill be fine" Pelle said, reassuring him that he would be alright. Pelle then walked over to Euronymous and they 
went inside the rehearsal room. Euronymous closed the door as Pelle sat down on the loveseat in the room. 


"You needed to speak to me about something?" 


"Yes, | do. This tour is very important to me, and | don't want anything or anyone to fuck it up. So you better 
make sure to do a good fucking job at what you do." 


"| promise that | will" 


"Good. Because if you do fuck shit up | won't be very happy." He sat down in a chair, across from Pelle. "I still 
remember when you fucked shit up at the party last year. Scared people away." 


| was drunk, okay. | didn't mean to." 


"Well you could have stayed up in your room to slice yourself up." Euronymous said, with a smirk on his face. 


"You were so fucking out of it, that you wanted to have.." 
"Shut up! | don't want to remember that!" 


‘Is someone still a bit upset that they didn't get what they wanted that night?" Euronymous said, in a very 


Taunting way. 
"You hurt me so much that night Oystein. Just shut up okay? | don't want to remember that night.” 


Euronymous stood up and walked over to him. He placed both of his hands down on Pelle's legs, and leaned down 


to whisper into his ear. 


"I bet you still want me? Do you still want me you little slut?" He licked his earlobe. Pelle who had had enough 
of Euronymous taunting him, and making him remember that terrible night, pushed him off of him. 


"Get off of me." He stood up and went to go open the door. He didn't want to hear anymore of what 


Euronymous was saying. 
"You're such a fag Dead. So disgusting.’ Euronymous said, as he walked out the door. 


Pelle didn't say anything back to him. He went into the kitchen and saw Jorn and Jan sitting at the table, 
chatting away. "Where is Varg?" 


"He upstairs, went to go take a shower." Jorn said. "He got the job. He'll start working there tomorrow." 
"Alright. I'm going with him when he goes there." 

"Why?" 

"| need to get the fuck out of this house." 

He headed upstairs, and went to his room. He laid down on the bed, screaming into the pillow. He couldn't take it 
anymore, living in the same house with Euronymous, and soon he was going to be away from Varg. He didn't 


know if he would be able to make it through it this tour. 


He heard the door open and he looked up to see who it was. It was Varg, who had a towel wrapped around his 


waist and his hair was still wet from the shower. 
"Hey love." He said, smiling at him. 


"Hey." 


Varg walked over to him and sat on the bed with him. He dried his hair some more. When he was finished he 


spoke to Pelle. "Are you okay? He didnt hurt you did he?" 

"No, he didn't. He just wanted to talk to is all. But, he said some mean things to me" 

"Don't listen to what he says Pelle. You are better than that piece of shit. Don't let him get to you" 
"wont" 


Varg put his clothes on, before he spoke some more. "Good. | don't want to see you upset. | want to see you 


happy." 
"I know. Can we lay down for a while? | need to sleep for a little bit." 


"Alright love. If that is what you want" He was about to lay down with him, until he heard Tracey meowing at 
the door. 


"Its alright. You can let her in" Varg got up and went to open the door. Tracey walked in as soon as he opened 


it. 
‘lm lying down with you two. | need to take a long nap." She said, as she hopped up onto the bed. 


Varg went back to the bed and laid down behind Pelle, spooning him. He held onto Pelle's hand as he waited for 
him to fall asleep. When he saw that the Swede was asleep he spoke to Tracey. 


"I need to keep him away from Euronymous after the tour.” 


"Yeah, you do. Poor thing. He can never seem to get a break from that man. Even | hate him. He stepped on 


my tail." 
"Hey Tracey. 
"Yes?" 


"This is all too good to be true. Me being in a relationship with Pelle, and having the chance to save him. What 
if this is all just a dream?" 


"Well, you'll never really know Varg. It could be a dream, or it could be real" She said, curling up next to his 


leg. 


Varg scratched her ear, as he stared down at the sleeping form on the bed with him. 


"Well, if this is all just a dream, then | don't ever want to wake up." 


| Cant Stop My Tears, | Never Been So Scared 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, so this chapter was very hard to write. Almost cried while writing this one due to the rape scene. Had 
to pull myself together so | could continue writing. Poor Pelle :( Anyways, enjoy chapter 8 everyone! Leave a 


comment and some criticism if you want! :) 


They both opened their eyes. It was not nighttime anymore, it was daytime. The date was April 8th, 1991. They 
both stood in front of the house. They weren't holding hands anymore. They let go as soon as they got here. 
Pelle felt some pain when they went forwards in time and he also felt dizzy. He held onto Vargs arm for a 
moment, so that he wouldn't fall. When he felt that he could stand on his own he let go of Vargs arm and then 
spoke. 


"So it took us to the same place? Except it is daytime, and it is a different date?" 


"Yes. This is the day that you were killed. You are going to see what happens to you. We need to get inside of 
the house. | need to know something." He walked onto the porch with Pelle following him. He went to open the 
door and fortunately it was unlocked. They went inside. Varg closed the door and locked it. "Come on, lets go 
upstairs. To your room." They both headed upstairs, and went to Pelles room. The door was open. Varg stopped 
Pelle before they went in. "Stay out here. I'll be back out in a moment." Pelle nodded his head, and then Varg 


went inside. 

Varg took a look around the room. Everything was the same as it was before they went forwards in time. He 
didn't see another Pelle. He was disappointed and worried now. "I shouldn't have brought him here. | should have 
just told him everything that happened to him." 


"Fuck!" He fell to the floor on his knees, silently cursing himself. "How | can be so fucking stupid!?" 


Pelle, who was still outside of the room, heard him. "Varg.are you okay?" He asked, with concern in his voice. 


Varg was about to say something, but then he heard Pelle speak again. "What the fuck!?" 
"What is it? Whats wrong?" Varg immediately rushed outside the room, scared that he was being attacked by 
Euronymous. He saw Pelle standing, with a shocked look on his face. "Varg, is that.is that me..? What the fuck 


is going onl" 


Varg turned to where he was looking at. He saw him. Another Pelle. Heading their way. He walked past them, 


not acknowledging their presence. 


"How come he didn't say anything?" Pelle asked. 


"He must not see us. We must be invisible to him. Come on, lets go in the room now.’ They both went inside of 
the room. The other Pelle, sat at his desk. He seemed to be writing something. "Lets go inside of the closet." 
Varg opened the closet door and motioned for Pelle to follow him in. Pelle, walked past him inside, and Varg did 
the same. When they were both in Varg closed the door. 


They sat there in the closet in silence. Neither said a word. Pelle couldn't believe what was going on They went 
forwards in time, to another date, and he could see another him in the same room with him. "Do you think he 


can hear us?" He asked Varg. 
"No, | don't think so. If he could then he would have heard us a few minutes ago." 


"So whats going to happen now? You told me that someone is going to kill me. So where is this other person 
and who are they? Is it someone that | know?" 


"You'll see soon. And theres more thats going happen today. You won't just be killed today..You'll be." He 
couldn't bring himself to say the words. He didn't want to tell him. Didn't want him to see this, to experience 
this. He would rather Pelle be safe from not knowing that he would be raped on this day, but he knew that he 
must know also. He couldn't hide the truth from him. "Pelle, | hope you'll forgive me for what you are about to 
see. | never wanted you to see this, to even know actually." He says all of this, grabbing onto Pelles shoulders. 
"But you have to know. And the only way | could get you to believe me, that you are in danger was to take 
you to this time to see what will happen" 


"Varg, | get the feeling that you're not telling me everything..what else is supposed to happen today!? What are 
you trying to protect me from!?" 


"You're going to be...you'll be." The words are on the tip of his tongue, but he is too scared to say them. Too 
scared to let Pelle know everything. "Fuck! | can't bring myself to say it!" He lowers his head down, tears 
almost about to fall down his cheeks. 


Pelle shakes him, trying to get his attention, to get him out of his thoughts. "Varg! Just tell me! What else is 
supposed To happen today!" 


Varg looks up at him, the tears now flowing freely. He didn't care that Pelle was seeing him cry, he was just 
so upset right now, that he had brought him here. He looks into his eyes, and then speaks. "Pelle, today, you 

were not only killed, but you were also-" 

He is then cut off by a loud banging sound on the window. Him and Pelle both turned to see what was making 
that sound, and so did the other Pelle. Varg wasn't surprised to see who it was. But Pelle and his other self 

were. 


"Euronymous!? Is that who is going to kill me? It is that asshole?" 


Varg nodded his head, not daring to say a word. 


"| should have known. He has always hated me. | should have known that it was him." 


Pelle looks to the window, to see what is making the banging sound. His eyes widen in surprise when he sees 


who it is. It is Euronymous. He is motioning for Pelle to open the window. Pelle shakes his head. 

"Let me in now, Dead!" 

"No, I'm not letting you in" 

"Fine, I'll just use the door then" He then climbs back down. Pelle sits there in silence, listening as Euronymous 
walks onto the porch, hears the sound of keys, the door being unlocked, and then he hears his footsteps. 
Walking around downstairs, and then he hears him coming up the stairs. He hears him heading to his room. He 
sighs to himself. He is glad that Euronymous is leaving him alone instead of bothering him. But then, he hears 
the sound of footsteps again, coming towards his room. He hears the door being shut, and the sound of a lock 
clicking. He is going to move from where he is sitting, but then Euronymous comes up behind him, and places 
both of his hands on top of the desk. He grabs a hold Pelles wrists, holding both of them down where they are. 


"Euronymous..what are you doing?" 


Euronymous doesn't say a word. Pelle can feel him, breathing down the back of his neck. It sends a cold shiver 


down his spine. Euronymous, is like a predator, that has just ensnared his prey, and that prey was Pelle. 
"Euronymous, let go of me." 
"Be quiet. Don't make a fucking sound." He lets go of his wrists. Pelle sees that he has his rifle in here with 


him. "What do you have the rifle here with you for?" Euronymous doesn't answer him, he is too busy ripping 


the paper out of his notebook that he was writing in. "Euronymous?" Euronymous then aims the rifle at Pelles 


forehead. 

"Start writing.” 

"What? Euronymous, no-" 

| said write. Now." 

Pelle picks a pen up. "What do you want me to write?" 

"A suicide note." 

Pelle eyes widen in surprise, and he almosts drops the pen he is holding. "What for?" 


"You see Pelle, today is the day, that you are going back to where you belong. | am sending you back from 


where you came from.” 
"Are you firing me from the band?" 
"No. I'm not firing you stupid. l'm going to kill you." 


Pelles eyes widen with fear, and he wishes he could get away from this man in front of him right now. "But 


why? Why do you want to kill me?" 


"Think of it this way. | am granting you your only wish that you ever wanted. The only thing that you ever 
wanted was to be dead. You are like some soul less creature, walking this earth, and so | figured that | do this 
for you. I'm going to make it look like you took your own life, and everyone will believe that you did. Because 
from what they all know, you are a very suicidal person, who wishes for nothing but death. Now start writing 


the note before | shoot you now.’ 
Pelle picks up the pen, and looks up to him. "How should | start it off?" 


Euronymous thinks for a moment. He then, comes up with the perfect words to start the note off with. 
"Excuse the blood, but | have slit my wrists and neck." 


Pelle writes this down. He writes for about at least ten minutes or more. After he is finished, he hands it to 


Euronymous. He reads it over. He likes what Pelle has written It is perfect. 


"Excuse the blood, but | have slit my wrists and neck. It was the intention that | would die in the woods so 
that it would take a few days before | was possibly found. | belong in the woods and have always done so. No 
one will understand the reason for this anyway. To give some semblance of an explanation I'm not a human, 
this is just a dream and soon | will awake. It was too cold and the blood was coagulating all the time, plus my 
new knife is too dull. If | don't succeed dying to the knife | will blow all the shit out of my skull. Yet | do not 
know. | left all my lyrics by "Let the good times roll'-plus the rest of the money. Whoever finds it gets the 
fucking thing. As a last salutation may | present "Life Eternal’. Do whatever you want with the fucking thing. / 
Pelle. 


| didn't come up with this now, but seventeen years ago" 
The perfect suicide note. 


Euronymous lifts his eyes from the note, and looks at Pelle smirking. "This is perfect. It is very good, very 
convincing. You've have always wrote amazing things Pelle." 


Pelle would have said thank you if it was anyone else, but here it was Euronymous, complementing him on this 
suicide note, that he was forced to write with a rifle aimed at his head the whole time. He placed the note 


back on the desk. He then aimed the rifle at Pelle again "Now. Strip." 


Pelles eyes, if they could go any wider than what they were now they would, for they were certainly filled 


with so much fear and hate for this man standing above him. He stands up from where he is sitting. "What!?" 
"You heard me. Take off all of your clothes Dead. Now." 


"No! | won't! I'm not going to listen to youl” He shoves past Euronymous, and heads for the door. Euronymous 
grabs his arm in a tight grip, and shoves Pelle into the nearest wall, pressing his body up against his to hold 
him still. He is still holding his arm, twisting it. Pelle screams. "Ah! Euronymous, that hurts! Stop!" 


Euronymous places his other hand over Pelles mouth, to silence his screams. They come out as muffled 
sounds. Pelle looks into Euronymous's eyes, as his is burning holes into his soul. He doesn't like what 
Euronymous is doing. He is scared, because he doesn't know what he will do to him. The way that Euronymous 
is acting, is telling Pelle, setting off alarms in his head that he didn't just plan on murdering him today, but he 
also planned on inflicting a deep, hidden, sick, and twisted desire upon him. And Pelle, now more than ever is 


scared. 


They both watch as Euronymous, has the other Pelle shoved up against a wall. They both feel sick to their 
stomachs. Reading the note, did make Varg feel sick and disgusted, yes. But now, actually seeing it happen, it 
made him want to throw up, want to kill this disgusting scum hurting this fallen angel in front of his very own 
eyes. 


Pelle, who was sitting right next to him, could feel the fear and pain that the other Pelle was feeling. He didn't 
want to be here anymore. He wanted to leave and not witness what he knew was about to happen. He may 
have been interested in sick and morbid stuff, but not something like this. Inflicting this sort of pain upon 
someore else. It was just too much for him. He tugs at Vargs sleeve trying to get his attention. "Varg, can we 
leave now? | don't want to see whats going to happen next. | don't want to watch this anymore. Can't we go 


now? Please?" 


Varg looks down at him. He sees Pelles eyes, begging, pleading with him to go. To leave this place and go back to 
the present time. He wishes he could take Pelle out of here, but he knows the rules of the crystal. It won't 
take them back until what is finished here. 


‘lam sorry, | never should have brought you here, to witness this. | wish | could take you back to the present 


time so you wouldn't have to see anymore of this, but | can't." 
"What do you mean you can't?" 


"Its rules of the crystal. We won't be able to go back until this event is over. l'm so sorry Pelle, please forgive 
me." He says this, placing his head in his hands, to afraid to look at Pelle, see the pained look on his face, and a 


tear that slides down his cheek. 


Euronymous, lets go of Pelles arm, and removes his hand from his mouth. He then grabs him by his hair, and 
throws him down onto the bed. He stands over him, his eyes looking over this beautiful, vulnerable creature, 
lying face down on the bed before him. Just staring at him, knowing that he has him where he wants him to 
be. Euronymous feels something growing inside of him, a deep, perverted desire to take him, and make him his. 
And that is just what he'll do. He has enough time to, before anyone gets back, so he figures why not? He'll be 
able to fulfill his wish, and Pelles wish. 


He gets on the bed, on top of Pelle. He places his hand over his mouth again, and moves his other hand 
underneath his shirt. Pelle starts making muffled sounds as Euronymous starts pinching, pulling at his nipples 
painfully. He tries to move away from Euronymous, to kick at him, but Euronymous has both of his legs on 
top of Pelles that way so he can't kick at him or try to escape. He feels Pelles chest. The ribs that stick out 
and the scars that he has inflicted upon it. He tips his head back, that way so he can bite at his neck. He 
draws some blood. He laps up at it, the red crimson spilling from the Swedes skin. He sucks at it, leaving a 
purple mark, on the other side of his neck. He hears what sounds like a small moan coming from the Swede. He 


smirks to himself. 
"You're enjoying this? Aren't you Pelle?" 


A tear slides down his cheek. Pelle feels ashamed. He doesn't enjoy this. Not one bit! He hates it. Hates it so 
much. He hates feeling so vulnerable, not being able to do anything to save himself from this torture. He is 
shaking, crying.he is so fucking scared of what is happening to him. He feels Euronymous bite down on his neck 
again, and he lets out another moan of pain. He wishes that Jorn, Jan, someone, anyone, would come to the 


house right now and save him from this. 


He feels Euronymous's hardness, through the thick fabric of his jeans. He feels his hands going between legs, 
rubbing him. "You want me inside of you Per?" Euronymous calls him, by his actual name and not by his 


nickname. "You want my cock buried deep inside of you you filthy whore?" He licks at his earlobe. 
Pelle screams into the hand covering his mouth. "Nooolll” He screams. "| don't want it! Please stop!" 


Euronymous removes his hand from Pelles mouth. He flips him over, so that he is facing him, so that he can 
see the look of terror on the Swedes face. He removes Pelles shirt off of him. Pelle pleads with him to stop 
what he is doing. "Euronymous, please stop. Please stop what are you doing. Please." Euronymous doesn't listen 
to him, as he takes off his belt and ties it around Pelles wrists. He then goes to take off Pelles jeans and 
boxers. Pelle is crying as he is doing this, as he feels him caress his legs, and his rear end. He just wishes for 
this pain and suffering to be over with. This is not how it was supposed to be. If he wanted to have sex, he 


wanted it to be out of love and not be forced, not raped by someone he once thought was a friend. 
He hears the sound of a zipper being unzipped, and he braces himself for what is about to happen soon. 
Euronymous brings his face near his. "Don't worry my beautiful Swede. Soon you'll feel me inside of that tight 


ass of yours. | bet you're a virgin Aren't you?" 


Pelle doesn't say anything as Euronymous continues speaking. "Soon my cock will fill that tight virgin hole up. I'l 


cum inside of you. This will be your first and only time that you'll get to experience this feeling, so you might 


as well enjoy it" 


Enjoy it? How could he possibly enjoy something like this? Pelle could never enjoy this. More tears are coming 
down his cheeks, as he feels Euronymous's cock, pecking at his hole, about to go in soon. He braces himself for 
what is coming soon, but nothing could prepare him for the pain he feels, when Euronymous drives into him 


fast and hard. 


It hurts. It hurts so fucking much. Pelle feels a burning pain inside of him. It is the worst pain that he has 
ever felt in his whole life. Even a knife, slicing through his skin, feels better than this. He screams, as 
Euronymous pounds into him, fast, and hard, never ceasing to stop his torture on the vocalist. It feels as 


though his insides are being torn apart. He can feel blood dripping down his legs. 


Euronymous loves this. Claiming him and making him his in no way that anyone will ever be able to. He loves 
the feeling of Pelles ass, around his cock. Loves hearing him scream, hearing those pitiful, pained moans coming 
from that beautiful mouth of his. He leans down to whisper in Pelles ear. "Look at you my beautiful Swede. 
Screaming. In a way that you have never screamed before. And all because of me. | loved seeing you on stage. 
Prancing around like some deer, trying to get away from the hunter, but it looks like the hunter has finally 
caught his prey. And screaming, singing those songs. My songs, your songs. | lusted after you for so long. I've 
wanted to take you right then and there, on the stages, but | know that | couldn't. But now I've finally got you 
where | want you to be Per." He feels Pelle shaking underneath him. "Right here, right underneath me. Me 


pounding into you, loving every second of this moment with you. You screaming, crying, begging for me to fill 


you up." 


He hears Pelle trying to speak. His voice is hoarse from screaming so much. "Oys-Oy.." He is trying say, his 


voice trembling. 
"Come on Per. Say it. Say my name." Euronymous whispers into his ear. 
Pelle, looks up into eyes, pleading with him. "Oystein..please..st-stop.." 


He stays close to Pelle, wanting to bring his lips to his. "A-Ah! Oystein! Please! l-I ca-can't..take it anymore..A- 
ahh!" 


He hears him screaming, as he releases himself inside of him. He kisses him with force. It is finally done. Pelle, 


now belongs to him, and thats the way it should be. 


Pelle can't bring himself to look no more as the scene before them plays out. He can't stand to hear the 
screaming anymore. He hides his face behind Varg, eyes tightly closed, and places his hands over his ears. This 


is all too much for him to handle. 


Varg turns around to see that Pelle isn't watching anymore. He places a hand on his shoulder to make sure 


that he is alright. "Are you okay, Pelle?" The Swede does not answer. "Pelle? Answer me." 


Pelle opens his eyes and sees Vargs face. Varg sees that Pelles eyes are full terror, sorrow, and tears fall 


from them. He goes to wipe them away. "Come on now. Don't cry..please don't. Its alright.soon it'll all be over." 


"No! Its not alright! | don't feel alright! | can feel the pain and suffering of what is going on right now. Its 
almost as if me and my other self are one person | can feel him Varg. Can feel him breathing down my neck, 
on top me, holding me down. Hurting me, and whispering sick words into my ears. It won't go away, no matter 


how much | try to make it to." 


Pelle was crying so much. He didn't know what to do to make the pain go away. Suddenly, he felt Vargs arms 
encircle him. One wrapped around his waist, and the other over his head. He pulled Pelle close to him, to his 
chest. He laid his head on top of Pelles, caressing his hair, and rubbing his back, trying to calm him. "Shhh..its 
okay. You're okay. As long as | am here he won't be able to hurt you." 


Pelle buried his face into Vargs chest. "Varg.l can still feel him. Surrounding me..its like everywhere | turn to, 


everywhere | go he is always there." He said. 


Varg felt him trembling in his arms right now. He was such a wreck right now after having just witnessed the 


rape of his other self, of him himself. "Its okay. | won't let him hurt you." 
"| don't want to see anymore of this." 


"| know. know. Just hold on.its almost over.” He heard Pelle sniffle back in response, as he turned to watch the 


rest of scene in front of him. Knowning very well, how it would end. 


He laid there on top of him, listening to his heavy breathing and sobs escaping from his lips. He did it. It had 
finally been done. He made him his. Per Yngve Ohlin, now belonged to Oystein Aarseth. He smiled to himself as 
he pulled out of him, hearing the pained sound coming from his mouth. He sat up on the bed, reveling in his 


success. 


Pelle scooted away from him, and curled up into a fetal position, cradling his head in his hands. He felt like a 
broken angel that had just had her wings torn off. He never thought that something like this could happen to 
him but it did. It did. He felt Euronymous's hand caressing his back. He flinched away from the touch, almost 
as if it burned him. 


"Hmmph. Look at the famous Dead now. Broken, naked, and crying. | never expected that | would see you like 
this, but | am now. If only our fans could see you now." He said this, smirking to himself. He went to go get his 


camera that he had also brought in the room with him. He took a picture, of Pelle like that. 


"These will make great pictures. Something to remember this special moment between us." Pelle just sobbed to 


himself, as he was speaking. "Anyways, we better get your clothes back on. We can't have anyone suspecting 


that you were raped now. Remember, we're supposed to make this look like a suicide." He handed Pelles clothes 


back to him. He waited for a bit, as Pelle slowly got dressed. 


He could hardly move. His rear end was sore, and blood was still dripping down his legs. He had trouble getting 
his jeans and boxers back on, because his legs hurt so much. His wrists had marks left on them from 
Euronymous's belt being so tight on them. There were many bruises left on his body. Most of them would be 
hidden by his clothes. After he was finished getting dressed he sat down on the bed, and looked up at 
Euronymous with bloodshot eyes. "We better get it over with then." He whispered, his voice broken and 


hoarse. 


Euronymous had Pelles knife in his hands. He went up to Pelle and took one of his wrists and slit it. It hurt, but 
not as much as when Euronymous was raping him. He then slit the other wrist. He then went over to the 
desk, got the note, and held it underneath one of his wrists, letting blood drip onto the paper. He then grabbed 
the knife again and slit Pelles throat. Blood gushed from the veins underneath the skin. He was losing lots of 
blood. Pelle knew that he wouldn't make it. He was finally going to die, but it wasn't going to be in peace. Oystein 
laid him down on the bed, and placed the note on the night stand. 


He was losing consciousness, as he heard Euronymous get up to go get his rifle. He heard him coming back, and 
then heard the clicking sound of the trigger. He stared up at Euronymous as he was about to shoot him soon 
This was it. His life would end here now. His pain and suffering would finally be over and he would get what he 


wanted all along. Death. He whispered his last words as best as he could. "Go on.end it..1now. I'm ready." 


"Goodbye Per Yngve Ohlin. Have a great time in the afterlife, burning in Hell." He looked at him, with a cold 


expression on his face. 


The sound of a gunshot was the last thing Per Yngve Ohlin heard, before everything went black. 


A Night of Unforgettable Events 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 19 :) Hope that everyone enjoys it! :) 


Euronymous had gone over to Sonja's house. He needed to get away from the others, and plus Varg. He 
thought it was quite strange, the way Varg acted towards him. He was really not starting to like him. Oystein 
had just finished up with Sonja earlier. They weren't exactly a couple. Oystein just went to her whenever he 
wanted to get laid. She was nothing but just a good fuck to him. But she couldn't completely satisfy him. 

He desired someone else. Someone who was Swedish, had porcelain skin, golden hair, and was very thin. He 
desired, lusted after Per Yngve Ohlin It was a very sick desire too. He wanted the Swede to belong to him and 


no one else. He wanted to be the one to take away his innocence. 


Right now, he was sitting on the couch, with Sonja curled up next to his leg, and one of his friends Tompa, who 


was sitting in a chair. 

"Things must be getting pretty stressful back at your place, for you not wanting to go there." 
"They are. Everyone seems to hate me. Even my friend, Varg Vikernes." 

"I thought you two were good friends?" Sonja asked, 


"Well, it doesn't seem like it anymore. He seems to be hanging out with Pelle a whole lot. get the feeling that 
theres something more than just friendship between them." 


"If there is then thats just sick man" Tompa said. "Fucking disgusting." 
"Oh, you should have seen what the Swede tried to do a year ago." 
"Really? What happened?" 


"Well, it all started at this party | had." 


There was loud music playing in the house, and many people were there too. Jorn was searching in the crowd 
for their vocalist, who he wanted to introduce to a few people here. But he couldn't find him. He asked if 


anyone had seen him. 


"Last time | saw him, he was headed upstairs." 


“Alright. Thanks." And so he went upstairs, to find the Swede. He went over to one of the rooms that was open. 


Inside, Pelle was cutting himself. His arms were covered in scars, and he was clearly drunk. 
"Hey! What are you doing? Stop that Pelle!" 

I'm going to Transylvania!" 

"What?" 


‘lm leaving this world! I'm going to Transylvania tonight!" He got up off the bed, shoving past Jorn in the 


doorway, and running downstairs to where the party was. Jorn ran back downstairs, trying to stop him. 


People moved away from him, they stared at him like he was crazy. Blood was flying all over the place. Jorn 
went over to Oystein, to ask him to help him take Pelle back upstairs. 


"Are you kidding me? This shit is entertaining!" He said, laughing at Pelle, who was on the floor, sitting crossed 
legged, still cutting himself. 


Jorn walked over to him, to grab the knife out of his hands. "Come on Pelle, give me the knife." 
"Nol" 
"We don't need you hurting yourself! We need to get you bandaged up!" 


Oystein walked over to where they were. "Dead, just put the knife down" He went to grab at the knife, but 


missed. Pelle got up on his feet, as quick as lighting, and ran towards the door. 


Ill see you all later!" And with that he was gone. Jorn and Jan looked at each other, bewildered at what just 


happened. Oystein got up on his feet, motioning for them to follow him. "Come on, we can't let him get away!" 
They chased after him, a few blocks down. He was very fast. Zigzagging, jumping over stuff, and pushing over 
trash cans in the middle of the sidewalk, to trip them. Oystein was the one to catch up with him first. He 
pinned him to a lamppost, trying to keep his bloody arms away from him. The knife fell from Pelle's hands. Jan 
and Oystein, sat there in silence, except for Pelle's complaints. 

"Let me go Euro!" 

"Dead, shut up! And keep your arms away from mel | don't need blood on my new jacket!" 


"We can all die together. We can all go to Transylvania" 


"We're not going anywhere except back to the fucking house! Do any of you have something that we can use 


to tie him up to the lamppost? l'm getting tired of holding him!" 


Jorn reached into his pocket. "I've got these." He pulled out a pair of handcuffs. 
"These should do." 


"Give me those.’ Oystein grabbed the handcuffs from Jorn, and handcuffed Pelle to the lamppost, with him 


squirming a little trying to get free. After they stepped away from him, Pelle fell down to the ground, 


unconscious. 

"Okay, now lets get these off and take him back to the house." 

"Yeah..about that..heh heh.." Jorn scratched the back of his head, nervous. 

"Jorn, give me the keys." Oystein demanded, holding out his hand. 

"Uhh. would Oystein.but I." 

"You what? Come on, spit it out!" 

"You see.. don't have them.| lost them." 

"You whatl?" 

"Hey, | got these so long ago! | didn't know | would need to use them on our vocalist!" 


Oystein brought a hand to his face, shaking his head. "I'm surrounded by idiots. How are we supposed to get 
him freel?" 


Suddenly, they heard an intimidating voice behind them. "What's going on here?" 


‘Great, could this night get anymore worse." Oystein grumbled to himself. 


After a while of talking to the police officer, and getting him to help them get Pelle free from the lamppost, 
they walked back to the house. They told the officer they would bandage up Pelle's arm instead, because he 
didn't like hospitals, and they also didn't have the money to afford it. 


Oystein carried his unconscious form upstairs, with Jorn following him. They walked into the room where Pelle 
was at before. Jorn brought a bucket of soap, and washcloths, to clean up the mess that was made. Most of 
the people there, had already left, due to Pelle's crazy antics. 


When they were finished, Jorn told Oystein he would be staying at his girlfriend's, Emma's, place, and that he 


should watch over Pelle. 


"You owe me one Necro." 
"Yes, | know Oystein. lIl see you tomorrow. Just make sure he'll be okay, alright?" 


"Yeah, | will. Dont worry about it." They said their goodbyes, and then he left. Oystein shut the door. "I ain't 
never taking you to a party again" 


He saw that Pelle was awake now, sitting up on the bed. Jan had bandaged up his arms, while Jorn and Oystein 


cleaned. Oystein went to go sit on the small couch in the room. Some music was playing in the room. 
"You're fucking crazy." 

"No, I'm dead." 

"Yes, we all know that you are." Oystein said, rolling his eyes. 


"No, | mean I'm actually dead. | don't feel anything. | just feel.numb to everything around me. | don't belong 
here. | belong in the after life. | was and should be dead." 


"You're insane." Oystein said, laughing. "But, in a good way. | want to know what you're thinking, what you're 
feeling. You embody everything, that my music embodies. | want you to write down what you're feeling. You're 


a very fascinating person to study. My music will be better, if | can capture how you are feeling right now." 


"So you only want to know for selfish reasons? Money? Well, | don't think.! don't feel. am only a transmitter, 
between this world and the next. | am not alive. | am dead. And you of all people should understand, right?" 


"| do understand" Oystein said, nodding his head. "But you must tell me more. For my music." 


To Pelle, Oystein seemed very desirable to him. He had always wanted him, ever since he first laid eyes upon 
him. He didn't want to tell him, because he was too afraid. But right now, he didn't feel scared anymore. He 
wanted to show Oystein, how much he felt for him. 


He stood up off the bed, a little shaky, holding onto the wall as he walked over to Oystein He moved closer to 
Oystein, who was lying down on the couch now. He felt nothing but admiration and desire for this man. For 
what he was, his music, ideals, vision, and his understanding of what he was. Of what Pelle really was. He 


wanted to be closer to him. 
He climbed on top of Oystein, straddling both of his legs over him. "What are you doing?" Oystein asked. 
Pelle didn't say nothing but leaned forward, their faces mere inches apart, lips almost touching. He had both of 


his hands in Oysteins hair. He could hear Oystein's breathing speed up, his face showing fear and revulsion, but 


Pelle didn't back away. He and Oystein would become one tonight. He just knew it. Pelle sniffed at him, he 


smelled of beer and sweat, but Pelle thought he smelled enticing. 
"Pelle, stop what you are doing now." Oystein said, sternly. 


Pelle didn't listen. He just whispered in his ear. "Necrolust" He then kissed him. He thought that he tasted 


amazing. 


Oystein pushed the Swede off of him. "What the hell is wrong you!" He furiously spat at him, wiping his mouth 
with the back of his hand. "You fucking fag. | could fire you from this band for doing that shit!" 


Pelle, just sat on the couch before him, like a frightened animal. He curled his knees up to his chest, cradling 
his head into his hands, shaking. 


Oystein looked at him, feeling pity for him for some odd reason. "Ugh..who | am kidding? You won't remember 
this in the morning. You're so drunk, you fucking idiot. Go to sleep." He went over to the bed, and laid down on 
it, trying to get to sleep. 

It didn't take long until Pelle, could hear the light snores coming from the other side of the room. He couldn't 


fall asleep. He had been rejected, again. In the worst way ever. He hummed to himself silently, as the music still 
played. A single tear, sliding down his cheek. 


"And that is what happened. How | found out that our vocalist is a fucking fag." Oystein said, taking another sip 
of his drink. 


"Thats fucking disgusting man. | can't believe he tried to have sex with you. You got a whore for a vocalist 


Euro." Tompa said. 


"I know. And he's a drama queen too. Had to cancel the tour because he's ‘stressed out." He sighed to himself. 


"| fucking hate that little shit. He needs to go." 

"What are you going to do? Fire him?" Sonja asked. 

"No. | have an even better idea 

"What is it?" Sonja and Tompa both asked. 

| know a way he can help get Mayhem more fame. Make his death look like a suicide." 
"Wait, are you saying that you're." Tompa spoke, but Oystein cut him off. 


"What l'm about to tell you two has to remain between just us, or else I'll wring both of your necks if you tell 
anyone. I'm going to kill Per Yngve Ohlin." 


A Love that Lasts Forever 
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The next few weeks, after Euronymous was arrested by the police, the rest of the guys had to go to court. 
Varg didn't really see the reason for it, because there certainly was enough evidence to prove what happened 
on that day. Pelle's broken leg, the scar on his arm that Euronymous had left there, and the bruises that 

were on his body. He tried to speak with the police about this, but they would not listen. So Pelle had to go to 


court and face the man, who had almost raped and killed him. 


He stood in front of a whole bunch of people, who were all watching him. Telling them, of what he dealt with 
before all of this. How Euronymous would call him names, encouraging him to kill himself, and try to touch him 
in ways that he didn't like. Then he spoke of the day when Euronymous was going to kill him. How he forced 
him to write a suicide note, held a rifle up to his head, and almost raped him. Despite all the trouble they went 
through, everything went fine. The judge sentenced Euronymous to I0 years in prison, with a chance of parole. 


They didn't like the sentence, but there was nothing they could do about it. 


A few months passed by, Varg and Pelle, were planning for their wedding. The wedding was to be held at the 
house in Krakstad, not at a church. They also had to find a priest who would marry them. They paid a good 


amount of money for food, decorations, the suits, and whatnot. 


Finally the day had come. Pelle was standing in front of a full length mirror, making sure that he looked decent 
enough. Behind him, Jorn was trying to braid his hair. Before today, Varg mentioned that he wanted Pelle's hair 
to be braided. Just a simple braid in the back. Pelle didn't know how to feel about this. He never really done 
anything special with his hair, especially braiding it. But he figured that since they were getting married, he 
would do this for Varg. He also mentioned that after the wedding party, that he had a special surprise for 
Pelle. He wondered what it could be. Were they leaving to go on a trip somewhere? Did he have another gift 
for him? Pelle didn't need anymore gifts from Varg. He had everything he wanted. Varg was everything that he 
wanted, and he was very happy with that. He didn't want anything else, but Varg loved spoiling him a lot. 


| can't believe that l'm getting married" He muttered to Jorn. "I never imagined that this would be happening." 
"Hold still. | don't want to fuck up your braid." 
Pelle sighed as Jorn kept continuing what he was doing. 


"Your mother should be here soon" 


"Yeah, | can't wait to see her. Its been a while since I've seen my family. Itll be good to see them again" Pelle 
said, with a smile on his face. He was looking forward seeing them today. Especially his mother, Lisa Ohlin, and 


his brother, Anders Ohlin. 
“Alright. Finished. What do you think?" 


Pelle took a look at his hair. It looked different. He looked different. "I don't know if I'll get used to this look." He 


muttered to himself. 


"Well its just for the wedding Dead." Jorn said, placing a hand on his shoulder. They heard a knock at the door. 
"Oh, it looks like your mother is here. I'll go let her in" Pelle nodded his head, as Jorn walked off to go let his 


mother inside the house. 


He waited for a few minutes until Jorn finally came back, with his mother, walking next to him. "Per, it is so 


good to see you!" 
"It is good to see you too Mom." He said, hugging her. 


"You look amazing. | can't believe you are getting married. | never thought it would happen." She said, smiling at 
him. "| am so happy for you. | have something for you." She pulled out a silver barrette, that had a sapphire in 
the middle of it. 


‘Isn't that the barrette you wore at your wedding?" 


"Yes, it is. | wanted you to wear it for your special day." She said, as she was placing it in his hair. "Now you 
are finally wearing something blue. It looks good on you." She smiled. 


"How come it seems like I'm the bride today?" Pelle said, with a small laugh. 


"Come on, Varg's waiting for you outside." Jorn said, grabbing his arm. "Me and your mom are going to walk 
with you down the aisle." 


“Alright.” Pelle took a deep breath, and the three of them, started walking outside. 


Outside, there was a whole lot of people. Jan was there, Pelle's family, friends, Varg's family, and even Fenriz 
from Darkthrone was there. Over the past months, he had become very good friends with the band members 
of Mayhem. He told Pelle and Varg, how if he knew what was going on, he would have done something to help 
them, through their rough time with Euronymous that he would. Pelle walked down the aisle, with everyone 
turning to look at him. Some soft piano music was playing. He stared up ahead at the man who he would be 


spending the rest of his life with. 


When Varg saw Pelle, he couldn't take his eyes off of him. He thought that he looked amazing, beautiful. Their 


eyes met, and they both felt like it was only them, here together, and no one else was around them. 


Pelle made it up to where Varg was. He smiled at him, taking his hand. 

"You look beautiful, my angel.” 

They both listened to the priest as he talked. While standing there, Varg couldn't help but keep turning to look 
at Pelle. He looked so amazing, so beautiful. He held onto his hand, as they both stood there. Pelle turned to 
look at him, and he smiled. A very, true, and genuine smile. His eyes, they sparkled like the stars in the night 
sky. He wanted nothing more, than to spend forever with him. He was his heart and soul. Varg knew, that he 
was changing his future. Things wouldn't be the same. He wouldn't be with his wife, and his children wouldn't 
exist anymore. But, he didn't care. He was happy. Even if meant sacrificing things that were dear to him, just 


as much as Pelle was. 


He heard the priest speak. "Do you, Varg Vikernes, take Per to be your beloved husband? Until death do you 
part?" 


Varg looked into Pelle's eyes, squeezing his hands, as he smiled at him. "I do." 
"And do you, Per Yngve Ohlin, take Varg to be your beloved husband? Until death do you part?" 


Pelle smiled at Varg, looking into his eyes also. "I do." "We'll never part. Even in death, we'll be together, 


forever." 


"| now pronounce husband and husband. Varg, you may kiss your husband." The priest said, as Varg placed a 
ring on Pelle's finger. 


Varg leaned in slowly, cradling Pelle's cheek, caressing it, and he kissed him. He kissed him slowly, not wanting it 
to ever end. After a few minutes of kissing him, Varg picked him up in his arms, bridal style, earning a loud 
yelp from the Swede. 

"Varg! Put me downl!" Pelle said to him, hitting him on his chest, to get Varg to put him down. 

"Not in a million years!" Varg said, laughing. 

"Come on Varg.my friends, and my family..they"re all taking pictures!" 

"Well, I'm not putting down love." 


Pelle pouted at him. "Varg.." 


Varg just kissed his cheek. "I love you too." 


They were all sitting at the dinner table. Friends, family, everyone was there. Before they all were going to eat, 


and enjoy the wedding party, some friends, and family members had some things to say. 


Pelle's mother stood up first. "I am so happy for my son. | never thought that he would get married. | am 
happy that he has found someone, who loves, and cherishes him. | hope that you two will have a long, and 


happy life together.” 


Jorn was the one who stood up next after her. "I've known Pelle for a few years, and he is a very amazing, 
and talented person. He is a good friend, a good vocalist, and he didn't deserve the crap that our ex-bandmate 
put him through. I've seen Pelle through the hardest and most horrible times of his life. | thought there 
wasn't anything, that anyone could ever do, to make him feel better. Then.Varg came along. He got to know 
him, they became friends, then lovers. It came as a surprise to me and Jan, to find out that they were in a 
relationship. We didn't know what to think at first, but we accepted it. Varg and Pelle, you two complete each 


other, make each other happy. If you guys ever need anything, we're here for you." 


Fenriz stood up after Jorn. He had a few drinks before the wedding, but he wasn't drunk. "| became friends 
with these guys, soon after | found out that Euronymous was in jail. | contacted them, and asked what 
happened, and they told me everything. Just like Jorn and Jan, | didn't know what to think of their relationship 
at first, but with time, | came to accept it. | didn't care that they were gay or whatever. | especially took a 
liking to Pelle. He is a very interesting person, and we shared some ideas and opinions. He is a good person and | 
am proud to call Pelle my friend. And Varg, if you in any way ever hurt him, trust me when | say this. | will 


kick your ass if you do. So don't do anything that | would regret, if | were you." 


"Don't worry, | promise that | will never hurt him. Thats the last thing that | would ever do. Now | would like 
To say something.” He stood up. "Pelle, my angel, he means the world to me, and | would do anything for him. 
Anything to keep him safe, to keep him happy. | almost lost him, so many times. | don't know what | would do if 
he died. To be honest, | would probably die too. Pelle, | love you, and nothing will ever tear us apart, | promise." 
After he was done speaking, he sat back down next to Pelle and kissed him. 


"| love you too Varg" Pelle said, holding his hand and smiling at him. 

The wedding party went on for about another few hours, then when it came close to night, everyone was 
leaving. It was now 10:00 PM, and their families had just left. Jorn was still inside the house, while Jan and 
Fenriz were waiting in the car for him. They were going to go out drinking and leave the happy couple alone 
together. 

"Well, you two have fun. Pelle, | just know that you'll like it, where Varg is taking you." 


"Yeah, | know | will. | don't care where we go, just as long as I'm with Varg" He said, while Varg's arms were 


wrapped around him. 
"Anyways, | better be going. The others are waiting for me. Let me know how it goes." And then he left. 


Pelle turned to looked at Varg. "So, where are we going?" 


"You'll see. Come on Follow me upstairs." Varg said, motioning for the Swede to follow him. 


They both went upstairs to their room. When they got up there, Varg told Pelle to close his eyes. He did so, 
and Varg went to go get something that was inside the closet. "Okay, you can look now." 


When Pelle opened his eyes, he saw that Varg was holding some medieval clothes in his hands. "What are those 


for?" 


"You see, we're going back in time. To the medieval times that is. Tracey told me that nothing we do there will 


affect the present time. | think itll be fun" Varg said, with a huge grin on his face. 

"| think it will be too. But Varg, whats with the dress..?" 

‘Oh, well | don't think people back then will really like it, if they know that we're gay. We would probably get 
burned at the stake. So | decided that you should wear a dress. Which is one of the reasons why | had Jorn 
braid your hair. Have to try and make you look more feminine." 

"Really Varg?" Pelle said, frowning at him. "Why | must dress like a woman? | am older than you." 

"Please Pelle?" Varg looked at him, with eyes that were like a puppies. 

Pelle sighed. “Alright. I'll wear the dress. But this is the only time I'm doing this." He took the dress from Varg. 
He took off the clothes he was wearing, and put on the dress. It was a white, medieval wedding dress. Varg 
was putting on his armor that he had brought back from his home, a few months ago. He helped Pelle lace up 


the back of the dress. When he was finished, he looked him over. 


"You look pretty fucking sexy in that." He said, looking the Swede up. He could feel himself growing hard, just 


from staring at Pelle wearing the dress. 


"I look ridiculous if anything." Pelle said, rolling his eyes. "I think they'll probably notice that l'm a guy." He said, 
pointing at his chest. 


"IIl just them that you're flat chested" 
"Great. Well, | hope we don't get killed” 


"We won't. Don't worry." He walked up to him, and pinned the Swede up against a wall, wrapping his legs around 


his, and rubbing his hard erection against Pelle's. 
Pelle let out a quiet moan, when he felt Varg's hard cock, rubbing against his. "Va-Varg.." 


"You don't look ridiculous, you look amazing, sexy, and beautiful” Their lips were just mere inches apart. He 


caressed his cheek, which felt hot, and was flushed with red. Varg closed the space between them, silencing 


anything Pelle had to say. 


The Swede let out small moans, and whimpers, which were muffled by Varg's lips. His hand went down to his 
rear end, giving it a gentle squeeze, as Pelle melted into his kiss. They both came up for air, after a few 
minutes. Before Pelle could speak, or catch his breath, he felt himself being spun around, very fast. 


Varg pulled his head back, by his hair, exposing his pale neck. He leaned down, and sucked on it, making Pelle 
moan in pleasure, writhing underneath him. "Ah-Ahh..Varg.." He smirked to himself, hearing the sweet sounds 
coming from his lips. He then lifted the dress up, exposing his ass. 


"Hmm..being a bit naughty aren't you?" He then, took out a bottle of lube, that was in his pocket. He unbuckled 
his belt, sliding his pants down around his legs, took off the cap, and coated his cock with lube. Pelle didnt 
really need any preparation, because his ass was already stretched wide enough, to where it didn't hurt 


anymore. 
He let out a loud squeak, when he felt the tip of Varg's cock against his hole. 
"Va-Varg! Not right now! Cant we.wa-wait..?" 

"Can't." 

"But why not?" 


"I just can't help myself right now..especially with you looking very fuckable in that dress. need to fuck 


you..right now." He licked at his earlobe, earning a moan from the Swede. 


"But Varg..We ca-can do that when.Ahh.Ah!" He didn't get to finish what he was saying. Varg pushed his cock, 
fast and hard into him. He screamed as Varg's thrusts ceased to stop. His cock hitting his prostate, at a good 


angle, making him whimper, scream, very loud. 


His hands were tight on his hips, as he thrust into the vocalist, loving every sound of pleasure, and the way 
he writhed beneath him. He leaned forward and bit on his shoulder, causing a gasping moan to escape from 
Pelle's lips. He was getting close, and he knew the Swede was too. They wouldn't last long. Pelle had his head, 


thrown back against his shoulder, making loud moans, as Varg kept up his movements. 


Varg pulled slowly, out of him, almost fully. Pelle whimpered in confusion. He was about to ask what was wrong, 
when Varg slid back into him, sheathing himself completely inside him. He gasped in pleasure, as stars flashed 
before his eyes. "Varg.Nghhh..” His body tightened around the throbbing length inside him. Varg bit at his neck, 


repeating the motion, moving fast, harder, and deeper into him, hitting his prostate. 


Pelle let out a scream of pleasure, as he shuddered around him, throwing his head back against his shoulder. 


Varg followed soon after, burying himself deep inside the vocalist, as his release finally came. He had to put his 


hand on the wall, so he wouldn't fall. He held Pelle with his other arm, as he tried to catch his breath. 


"We..we should clean up..before we go." Pelle said, after he finally caught his breath. Varg nodded, agreeing with 
him. They got up from where they were, and went to go clean up. After cleaning, they got dressed again, and 
stood inside the room. "Well, | guess you couldn't wait huh?" 


"No. | couldn't" Varg said, laughing, "But you loved it! 
"Yes | did 

"Good" He smiled, as he pulled out the crystal. "Anyways, are you ready to go?" 
Pelle nodded his head. 


“Alright, now to go back further in time, we have to spin the crystal twelve times. You spin it six times, and | 


spin it six times." 


And so they both did that. After a few seconds of waiting, the crystal started glowing, and a flash of white 
light surrounded them. Varg held onto Pelle, as the crystal took them very far back into the past. Pelle buried 
his face into Varg's chest, holding onto him real tightly, never letting go, even as he felt his whole world 


spinning all around him. 


Destroying the Face of Evil 


Author's Notes: 
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He opened his eyes. He was in another place, another time. When he, and Tracey, went back in time, it felt like 
his skin, his flesh, was being torn apart. He thought that his bones would break, for they certainly felt like 
they would when the crystal was bringing them back in time. 


"Ugh..." He moaned, while standing on his feet. He turned to look at Tracey, who looked as if she hadn't 


experienced any pain at all 


"Is that what it feels like to go back in time!?" He asked her. "Because if it is then | am not going back in time 


ever again, after all of this is over." 


Tracey laughed. "Don't worry. Only the first few times are painful. Once you have traveled threw time more, 


you won't even feel the pain anymore." 


Varg nodded his head. He was on his feet now. He looked around him. It was nighttime. The place he was at 


seemed familiar. 
"We're in Oslo. It seems that we are near Helvete. Tracey, do you know what date it is?" 
"It is July Seventh, 199I. A few months after your boyfriend was murdered" She chuckled to herself, smirking. 


Varg frowned at her. "He is not my boyfriend. | am married and have kids. | am in love in with my wife, Marie. 


Pelle is nothing more, then someone who | just want to save." 


"Well, you talk about him as if he is your lover. Also, you are not married now, and won't be when we go back 


further in time." 


Varg sighed at her words. "Damn this girl is annoying.Why Saya, did you have her come with me? So far she 
is doing nothing but being annoying.” 


Somewhere, he thought from far away, he could hear Saya, laughing. 
He dismissed his thoughts, and tried to remember what happened on this night. 


"Hmm... think this is the night when Euronymous had me sign a record contract or something." He told Tracey. 


"And why would he have you do that? Did he want part of the money that you made from your selling your 


albums?" She asked him. 

"I think so. Anyways, | remember meeting him here when it was almost midnight. What time is it now?" 
Tracey took a small watch out of her pocket and looked at it. "1:53 PM." 

"Ah, then he'll be here soon. Well then, | suggest you turn back into a cat before he gets here." 

"Why though? He won't mind someone else being with you will he?" 


"No, | don't think that he will. But | remember telling him that | would meet him here by myself, not with 


anyone else." 
"Well, alright. But | really don't see the point still" After she said this, she turned back into a cat. 
Varg smiled. "Thats better. Now | can't hear a word that you're saying." 


Suddenly he heard a voice in his head. "Actually, yes you can" He looked back to her. In her cat form, she just 


meowed at him. 
"How can | still hear you?" 


"We can speak to each other, telepathically. So, when we are with other people and need to speak to each 


other, this will come in handy so that they can't hear us and think that you're crazy." 

Varg frowned and brought his hand up to his face. He really hoped that he wouldn't have to hear Tracey when 
she was in her cat form. He would just have to put up with it, for he knew that what he was doing now was 
worth it, despite her being annoying. 

"Is that your best friend's car that | see coming this way?" 

Varg looked up and saw a black car, just down the road. It was him. It was Oystein Aarseth, Euronymous. 

"Yes. It is him. And he is not my friend” 

"Well, you two were friends in this time, before you learned that he was going to kill you." 


"Well, not anymore. Now shut up." She meowed back to him in response. 


The car pulled up in front of them. Euronymous turned it off, got out of the car, and went up to Varg. 


"Well, hello Varg. Sorry, | am a bit late. Sonja, wanted me to stay with her and do some things with her.." He 
told Varg, trailing off. 


Varg remembered Sonja. She, was Euronymous's girlfriend. From what he remembered about her, she was a 
bitch, and was also a prostitute. He didn't know how anyone could date someone like her, but he figured that 
she and Euronymous deserved each other. 


"| don't care to know what you did with her." Varg said, letting out a small, forced laugh. "Anyways, are we 


going to go inside or not?" 


"Yes we are." Euronymous walked over to the doors of Helvete, took a key out of his pocket, and unlocked the 


door. They both went inside, with Tracey following them. 


Euronymous, went over to a desk, that looked pretty beat up. "As you know, I'm going to have you sign some 


papers. Whatever money you make off of selling your albums, some of it goes to me. Do you understand?" 
"Of course." 
"Good." He then saw the cat, that was sitting down near Varg. "Whats with the cat?" 


"Huh?" Varg looked down at Tracey, who just meowed at him. "Hmm. don't know. Must have came in here with 


us. Probably wanted a place to stay for the night” 


"Sure" Euronymous said, while handing Varg the papers, and still looking through the desk. "Now sign these, 
while | look for something." 


"And what is it that you are looking for?" 


"Ah! | found it!" Euronymous, had a photo in his hand. He handed it to Varg. "Here look at this, what do you 
think? | took it myself." 


Varg looked at the photo. It was the infamous photo of Pelle's dead body. His brains splattered against the wall, 
his slit wrist, and throat. The rifle, and knife were in the photo that he used to kill himself. No, that 
Euronymous used to murder him. He also noticed the famous t-shirt that Pelle wore on that day. "I love 


Transylvania" 


Varg looked at the photo with disgust. When he first saw the photo, he felt neutral about it. Now, that he 
sees the photo again, and knows what Euronymous did to Pelle, he feels sick and wants to burn the photo. He 


wonders if there were any others that Euronymous had taken of Pelle on that fateful day. 


He hands it back to Euronymous. "So, what do you think? Pretty cool, huh? l'm using it for the next album 


cover." 


"Did you take any other photos of him? Of his dead body?" Varg asks, curious. 
"Yes, | did. But | threw the rest of them away." 


"You probably took pictures of yourself raping him you sick fuck!" Varg thought, angrily. "Hey, Oystein. | need 
to ask you something." 


"What is it?" 

"Do you ever..miss him? Do you think you could have done anything to make him not kill himself?" 
Euronymous turned around. "Why do you ask?" 

"Just.curious." 

Euronymous sighed. "| don't think there was anything anyone could have done to stop him from killing himself. 
He was obsessed with death and he wanted to die. No one could help him. And yes, of course | do miss him. He 
was Mayhem's greatest vocalist, and wrote very amazing lyrics. l'm glad that he left us the lyrics of Life 
Eternal in his suicide note. If you ask me, | think it was the greatest thing that he could have done for the 
band, killing himself. It got Mayhem more publicity. | think it was for the best that he took his own life." 


Varg couldn't believe what he was hearing from Oystein's mouth. He wanted to grab the nearest boulder and 


bash his fucking teeth in. 
"Hey..Whats the matter with you? You're shaking. Are you okay?" 


He came up to Varg and placed a hand on his shoulder. When he did that, Varg, took a knife out of his pocket 
and appointed it at Oystein's throat. 


"What the fuck are you doing!!??" Euronymous yelled at him, in shock 

"You lying, pathetic scum! How can you say that you miss him when you, you were the one that drove him to 
suicide. You made nasty comments about him, encouraged him to keep cutting himself. You never would have 
helped him." 


"He was a fucking freak anyways! Its not my fault he was a disgusting little faggot... 


"Shut up! Just fucking shut up! Don't you dare speak of him that way!" He pushed past Euronymous and went 
behind the desk, digging through the papers and documents. 


"You wanted him to die. You rather him commit suicide and get famous from his death. But.He didn't commit 
suicide.." Varg said, trailing off. 


"What are you talking about?" Euronymous asked, confused. 


"Don't play dumb with me Euronymous. | know what you did to him. You forced him to write the note, you slit 
his wrists, his throat, and blew his brains out. You raped him." He said this, his voice filled with a deep rage. 


"What.How.No! That is not what happened! The fucking freak offed himself" 
Varg pulled out an envelope from the desk, that said private on it 

"Put that down. Dont you dare fucking open it!" 

Varg didnt listen to him, he opened the envelope, and pulled out some photos that were inside. 


The photos were very.graphic..disturbing. Varg felt sick to his stomach when he saw them. They were photos 
of Per Yngve Ohlin. 


One was a photo of him with Oystein's rifle aimed at his head. Another, was a photo of his slashed wrists. 
Another, was a photo of him with Oystein slitting his throat. Another, was a photo of him, lying on the floor, 
with his slashed wrists and throat, before Oystein killed him. Another, was a photo of him, after he was raped, 
there were bruises on his body, he was crying, blood was between his legs, and he looked to be shaking, and 
the last one was of Oystein, raping him, biting him on his neck, tears running down his face, and he was 


screaming. Varg could see the terror in his eyes. It made him sick, to see these photos. 


He looked up to Euronymous, and threw the photos at him. "You sick fuckll How could youll How could you make 


him suffer like this!?" 

His voice was full of anger and rage. He would make Euronymous pay. Pay for what he did to Pelle. 

The sound of thunder was heard from outside. It was like a symbol of Varg's hatred for this pathetic scum 
that stood in front of him, scared of him. Varg could see the terror in Oystein's eyes. Just like that day when 


he killed him. Varg would make sure that he suffered the way he made Pelle suffer. 


He leaped up on top of the desk, his knife out in front of him. He jumped down from it, ready to kill this man 
and send him to Hell himself. 


Witches and Magic 


Varg turns around and sees a pair of violet eyes staring right back at him. The person who they belong to 
was a woman A short, skinny woman, with black hair, that was in pig tails, and pale skin. She wore dark 
eyeliner that was cat like, had a piercing on her lip, and one on her eyebrow. She wore a black coat, with fur 
on the hood and on the cuffs, black, frilly skirt, with lace on it, purple striped stockings, and boots. Varg also 


noticed she was wearing the same collar that he saw on the cat back in Norway. 


"What is going on?" He thought. "How does this woman have the same collar as that cat? This is all getting 
very weird." He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. 


The woman looked at him with concern. "Are you alright?" She asked. 


‘lm fine. Just fine." Varg said, not wanting to bring up the reason why he came here, and tell this stranger 


what happened to the deceased vocalist of Mayhem. 
"Well, you don't seem fine. | heard you screaming. Also, it seems that you are crying." 
Varg wiped at his eyes. "Look, its none of your business, alright?" He said to her, getting a little irritated 


"I just wanted to make sure that you were okay. Maybe | can help you with whatever it is thats making you 
upset.” 


Varg had to laugh at that. 
"Why are you laughing?" 


"There is nothing that you can do to help me. It is too late now. No one, not even me, can do anything. The only 
thing | can do is let others know the truth, what really happened to him." 


"Him? Who is this person? Is it your friend that you were mourning over?" 

"Why don't you just look at the tombstone? And we weren't friends. We barely even knew each other. 
"Then why are you here? Why do you care so much about what happened him?" 

"You ask too many questions." Varg sighed, and got up, started walking away from this strange woman 


Unfortunately for him, she started following him. He walked faster, trying to get away from her. She walked 
faster, trying to keep up with him. 


"Wait! Hey..slow down! | can he-ow!" She yelled, almost tripping over her own two feet. "Hey, | can help you!" 


"Help mel? What do you mean you can help mel? | told you, there is nothing that you can do! And also, stop 
fucking following me and get lost!" 


She flinched a little, when he yelled at her. "Wow..no need to get angry now. Listen, | can help you. Please 


believe me. Also, by the way, my name is Tracey." 
Varg rolled his eyes. "Cool. | really don't care. Now go away and leave me the fuck alone." 
"Please, listen to me-" 


Varg cut her off. "Fuck of fll You can't save him! | can't save him! No one can save him! There is nothing that 


you can dol" And with that he took off and ran, 
Tracey, still standing near the gates of the cemetery, watched as he ran from her. 


"But. can help you.” 


He ran as far he could from the cemetery, and that annoying woman. He ran for about at least fifteen 


minutes, until he had to stop to catch his breath. 


"Fuck." He said. He leaned against a rail, looking out at the water. "She can't help me.So why does she even 


bother? No one can't bring him back, ever." 


Varg sighs to himself, rubbing his forehead. "Maybe | should get something to eat. Maybe thats why l'm so 


angry, because l'm fucking hungry." 

His thoughts are interrupted when he hears a voice behind him. 

"You seem troubled young man." 

He turns around and sees an old woman, standing before him. The old woman has lots of wrinkles, is skinny, 
pale, blue eyes that seem to be going blind, yet show lots of wisdom in them. She wears a white blouse, with a 
blue shaw over it, with a patchwork skirt, that falls down to her knees. She wears many pieces of jewelry also. 
This woman, also seems strange to Varg. "What do you want?" He asks her. 

"Its just that you don't seem too happy, and so me being a witch, it is my duty to help those in need." 


"| don't need your help." 


"Well, if you don't want me to help you you can at least tell me what it is that is troubling you so much." 


Varg thinks for a moment. "Do | really want this old woman to know what | know..? Why does she want to know 


so much?" 
"Well?" 


He takes a deep breath. "Alright.t'll tell you.But not everything. You see, | came here to visit someone..someone 
who is dead. His life was taken away from him by force. Everyone believes that he took his own life, and | want 
people to know the truth of what really happened. The person who killed him is also dead. l.l killed him.but for 
a different reason, | didn't know that he killed, tortured the other. If | had known | would have gotten revenge 
for him. But thats the thing, is that | shouldn't care so much and yet.. do." The last two words come out as a 


whisper. 


"And so, you also believe that there is nothing you can do except let his family and friends know what really 
happened. Right, Varg?" 


When she says his name, Varg's eyes go wide. "H-how..did you..kn-know my name..2" 
She smiles. "Like | said, | am a witch." 
Varg doesn't know what to say to that. "So..you think you can help me..2" 


"Yes, | believe that | can" She reaches into her pocket and pulls out a card, that has her name and address on 
it. 

"My name is Saya. If you want my help, you'll come to my cabin tonight. | live in the woods, which is not too 
far from here. I'll let you think about it. Its your choice Varg, whether you want my help or not" After she 


says this to him, she walks away. 


Varg takes a look at the card thinking about what the woman said. He shakes his head, and puts it in his 
pocket. 


"I need to get something to eat." 


Varg was sitting at a table, in a small bar. He was staring down at the card that Saya gave to him. The 


bartender, Jack, came up to him. 


"What are you looking at in your hand young lad?" Jack looked down at the card Varg had in his hand. "Oh, | 


see. That witch Saya gave you one of her cards." 


Varg looked up at him. "Do you know her?" 


"I know of her and heard many things about her. But we don't speak to each other. There is one particular 
story about her that | remember from a young lass in this city." 


"What was it about?" 


"Well, the young lasses name was Cara. She don't live in Stockholm anymore. Moved away to Finland | 
believe.Hmm.| don't know, | can't remember. But one night, some months ago, she was at my bar. She was 
drinking a whole lot. It was like she wanted to forget something. She was going on and on about how she could 
have saved him. | went up to her and asked her, "Saved who?". She looked at me with wide eyes, that were full 
of sorrow and were bloodshot from crying so much. She said that she could have saved her four year old son. 
Now, her son died a year before this happened, before she went to Saya No one knows what Saya did, but 
people believe that she may have given Cara something that made her see things that weren't there, and 
believe something happened, which it really didn't" 


Varg took all of this in. The situation that Jack described sounded very crazy. He didn't know what to make of 
it. 


"So..Do you think | should go to her? Saya herself told me | should go to her. What do you think | should do?" 
"Its your choice, whether you want to go to her or not. | don't know if she'll fix whatever it is that troubling 


you. Whatever it is you need help with, l'm sure that she'll try her best though. Anyways, | must get back to 


work. Have a lot of costumers coming in tonight" 
And with that, Jack went back to what he was doing before. 


Varg took one last glance at the card. He finished the rest of his drink, left a tip on the table, sat up and 


walked towards the entrance of the bar, with his mind already made up. 


"Where to sir?" The young cab driver asked. 
"Tyresta National Park, 567, Saya's cottage." 


The cab driver turned around to look at him, with a look on his face that seemed to be asking Varg "Why 


would you want to go there?” 
"You sure about that?" 

"Yes, | am sure” 

"You must be out of your mind if you want to go there. But alright. I'll take you there. 


The cab driver started up his vehicle, and drove down the road towards Tyresta. Varg stared out the window 


looking at all of the buildings passing by, thinking. Thinking about a lot of things. 

The driver drove for about thirty minutes, and then spoke. "You know that old lady is crazy. She thinks that 
she can help people by doing magic spells and whatnot. If you ask me, she needs to be admitted to the psych 
ward. She has a granddaughter. Her name is Tracey. She lives with Saya because her mother died years ago. A 
few years after she was born" 

ls her granddaughter crazy too?" 

The driver laughed. "Shes about as cuckoo as her grandmother." 


Varg nodded his head. He had to agree with the cab driver on that. 


It was about another half hour, and then they arrived at Tyresta. The driver stopped the cab right outside 
the forest. 


"You're not going to drive into the forest? Near her house?" 

"No, I'm not going near that old hag's cottage. Also this forest is said to be haunted" 
Varg shook his head, got the money out of his pocket and handed it to the driver. 
"Thanks. Anyways, have fun" The driver said, sarcastically. 

Varg ignored him, as he walked towards the forest. 


It was an old forest. The ground was covered in a white sheet of snow, the wind blowing around him, almost 


like a whisper. Little forest creatures making sounds all around. He heard the sound of a raven from above. 
He also noticed something in the distance, far away. It looked like an old building, made of stone, with a few 
towers, and a wall. It was a strange looking building. He made a note to check it out later when he had the 
chance to. 

He walked for another few minutes and saw some smoke that wasn't far away. It was coming from a chimney, 
attached to a small wooden cottage. As he was walking towards it, he saw the same cat again, that he saw in 
Norway. 


"What is going on? That can't be the same cat that | saw. It can't have come all the way here." 


The cat took a small glance at him. To Varg, it felt like the cat was staring right into his soul. It turned around, 
and jumped inside a window that was open. 


He shook his head, and started walking towards the cottage again. The door was open. He knocked on it. 


"Um..Hello?" 

He heard Saya's voice. "Ah, | have been expecting you Varg. Come in" 

He went in. The cottage was small. A small lounge room with a small coffee table and chairs, the kitchen in the 
next room with an old stove, and two other rooms which must have been Saya's and Tracey's. The one that 


belonged to Saya was open 


He went inside. There were a bunch of candles that were lit, a crystal ball, small chest, a fire place, and a bed. 


There were also other decorations in the room too. 
"Do you want anything to drink? Tea or coffee?" 
"Coffee is good" 

“Alright. Tracey, could you go make him some coffee?" 


Varg turned around, and saw the cat again. The impossible happened before his eyes. The cat, turned into a 


human girl. Tracey. 


"What the fuckl?" Varg stared at her in shock. This couldn't be happening. A cat, turning into a human. It was 


impossible. 

"Surprise Varg!" Tracey yelled. 

"Tracey." Saya said, giving her a stern look. 

"Alright grandmother." Tracey said, rolling her eyes. 

Saya then turned to Varg. "Well, lets get down to business, shall we? Varg, hand me the letter." 

His eyes went wide at this. "Wha-ho-how did you..know?" 

"Just hand me the letter.” 

He takes the letter out of his pocket. "I should warn you before you read it. It is very..graphic..disturbing.." 


She takes the letter from his hand. It is back in the envelope. She doesn't take it out. As soon as she takes it 


from him she throws it into the fireplace. 
Varg stands up. "Hey-No! What are you doing!? You didn't even read it!" 


Saya smiles. "I didn't need to read it. | already know what happened." 


"Then tell me. What happened?" 


"You're ex-friend, Oystein Aarseth, Euronymous, wrote this letter to you, confessing to you that he killed and 
raped Per Yngve Ohlin." 


"Yes, that is basically the whole point of the letter. Him confessing to me that his death wasn't a suicide and 
what a sick fuck he is." Varg tells her, shaking a little. 


He felt.angry. Angry at himself, because he was so stupid to not know what really happened. That he didn't do 
anything, couldn't do anything to save the vocalist. He was also angry at Euronymous, for killing him. Taking 
away something from him, that should never be taken away by force, but by love. He suffered, a slow, painful, 
and horrible death. He was so fucking confused. Everything was confusing. He shouldn't care so much but he 


did. He did. But why? Why did he care so much? 


He felt a hand on shoulder. He looked up and saw Tracey, with a concerned look on her face. She held a cup of 


coffee in her other hand. 
He took it from her. "Thank you" 

"You're welcome” 

She sat down next to him. "Don't worry, grandmother will help you. She's very good at what she does. 
Varg turned back to Saya "So, how are you going to help me?" 


Saya was digging through her small chest. "I get the feeling Varg, that you want to save the deceased vocalist, 
am | right?" 


"Yes, you are. But | can't. It is too late." He said, looking down, and staring into the cup. 
“Actually Varg..Yes you can" 
"Really now? How?" Varg asked, not believing her. 


"With this." She took out a small necklace. It was silver, with a light blue crystal, with a snake wrapped around 
it. A blue, glowing light was emitting from it. 


"How is that going to help me?" 
"This crystal, is called a time crystal. It is the only crystal in the world that has this power." 


"So | don't use some time machine to go back in time? Just a magical crystal?" 


"Yes. Now there are things you should know. You must have the date and place of where you want to go back 
in time to. Before the crystal will take you to the place you want to go to, it will take you to another 
important event that happened in your life. | can't tell you where and what it will be. The crystal decides it 
based on important things that happened in your life. Another few things to know about the crystal, is that 
you can only take one person with you back in time. That person is the only person that you can take back in 
time with you once you choose them. You have to spin the crystal three times, if only you yourself is going 
back in time. If you're taking someone else with you, you must spin it six times. Three for you and three for 
the other person You can go back and forwards in time. Whenever you do, it doesn't change current events 
going on around you. The crystal also chooses when to take you back to the present time. Usually if you spin 
it six times itll last for however long this event is. Which could be about an hour at least. If you spin it twelve 
times, it lasts for even longer. But remember, only the crystal can take you back to the present. You can't 


decide when you want to go back to the present." 


Varg nodded his head, taking in all of this information about this crystal. It looked so simple, and yet everything 
about it, everything it could do seemed complicated. He hoped that he could remember all of this. 


"Is everything clear? Do you think you'll be able to handle everything?" 
"I-L.I think so.." Varg said, feeling unsure of himself. 
"Are you sure that you want to do this?" 


Varg thought for a moment. Did he really want to go back in time and save Pelle? Was this really what he 


wanted? 
"If | choose to do this..will it change anything?" 


"It will change a whole lot of things. What you did in the past after the vocalist was murdered. The present, 


and your future." 


"So, | might not be married to my wife? | might not see the children that | have now, and the one that my 


wife is still expecting?" 


"It all depends on the choices that you make. If you make a choice not to be with your current wife, to be 


with someone else, then yes, you won't be married to her, and you won't see your children They won't exist.” 
Varg thought about everything for a moment. He didn't know what to do. Should he do this or should he not? 


Suddenly he saw something, someone. He didn't know if it was a ghost, a hallucination, or something else 


entirely. He saw someone smiling at him, with pale skin, blonde hair, and light blue eyes. 


He thought that it could be a ghost, because this was the person that he wanted to save. To bring back into 


this life. 
The ghost stretches his arms out towards him and puts his hands on his cheeks. Varg felt cold, but inside he 
also felt warm. 


He reached out to run his fingers through the ghosts hair, but when he reached it, the ghost disappeared. 


He must have looked stupid, with his arm stretched out, trying to touch someone that wasn't there. He pulled 
his arm back to himself. He made up his mind. 


“Alright. I'll do it. Ill go back in time and save him." He reached out his hand, and took the crystal from Saya. 
“Alright. Now, you must remember this Varg. If he dies, everything will be back to the way it was. Nothing wil 


have changed. This is your only chance to save him. If you fail, you won't be able to get another chance, this 


is your only one. So you must be carefull" 
Varg nodded his head. "| understand" 


"Good. Tracey will go with you. The rules of the crystal don't apply to her since she is a witch also. She'll help 


you on your journey. Tracey, do your best" 

‘| will grandmother." Tracey turned to Varg. "So, are you ready to go back in time now?" 

"Hold on, | need to choose what date and place where | want to go. | already know where | want to go to. | want 
to go back a month before he was killed, March Ist, 199I. That was when | went to Krakstad for a vacation. | 
was there for about week, but this time I'll make my stay longer.” 

"Alright, that should be good then" Tracey said. "Now spin the crystal. Remember..Three-" 

Varg interrupted her. "Yes, yes. | know. Spin it three times." 

He held the crystal up to his face, took a deep breath, and spun slowly, three times. 


A blue, blinding light emitted from the crystal. He shielded his eyes from the light. 


He couldn't see, but he heard Saya's voice. "Good luck to you, Varg. | hope you'll be successful on your 


journey." 


A Visit to an old Friend and a trip to Sweden 


Varg opened his eyes. The sun was shining through window of the lounge room, birds were chirping outside, and 


he smelled his wife cooking something. He looked over at the wall and saw that it was 12:15 PM. 
"| slept in late again." He said to himself, while rubbing his forehead. 


He sat up from the chair and went to the kitchen to go get himself a cup of coffee. His wife heard him coming 


in, and turned to look at him as he was making some coffee for himself 
"Ah, you've finally woke up" She says this as he sits down at the table. "Good morning to you too" 
"Its not exactly morning” 

"| know" She says, and laughs to herself quietly. 

"| had a strange dream last night! 

"What was it about?" 


"Well in the dream | was Transylvania, and Dead, the vocalist from Mayhem was in it. | had to rescue him 


from my ex-friend Euronymous." 


"Was there anything else in the dream?" His wife asks him, getting the feeling that Varg was not telling her 
everything. 


"Yeah, there was but | don't feel like talking about it though. But | got something to show you." He reaches into 
his pocket, pulls out the note, and hands it to Marie. 
She takes it and reads it over. Varg sees the look of shock and horror on her face as she reads what 


Euronymous did to Pelle. 


She hands it back to him, her arm shaking. "l-l always knew Euronymous was a very fucked up person, but | 


never thought he was this fucked up." She says this, as she sits down. 

Varg nods his head. "You know, | wish | would have known about this when he was still alive. That way so | 
could have gotten justice for what he did to Pelle. | wish the others, Jorn and Jan would have known. | wish 
Pelle's family would have known. | think they deserve to know what really happened to him." 


"Do you plan on telling any of them? His family? Jorn? Jan?" 


| want to tell his family first before | tell the others. Which is why l'm going to take the next train to Sweden 


when | can" 


"Well, alright then. You do that." 
"First we need to go to Akershus." 
"What for?" Marie asks, confused. 


"| need to pay a visit to an old friend" He says this while heading out to the hallway to get his coat on. 


About an hour later, they arrive at Ski Kirkegaard, the graveyard in Akershus. Varg asks someone who works 
there where the grave of Oystein Aarseth is. The man tells him where it is and he and his wife drive over to 


where Oystein's grave site is. 
When they get near, Varg parks the car and gets out. "Do you want me to come with you?" 
"Hts alright. | won't be long." 


Varg walks over to where Oystein's grave is. It doesn't take him long to find it. He stops, and stares at the 


grave, where his ex-friend is buried 


"Euronymous..you sick bastard | have so many questions for you. Why? Why did you kill him? Why did you 


rape Dead?" He asks these questions, as if expecting answers. 


‘Of course you won't answer back. You're dead. So why am | even bothering talking to you right now. You're so 


fucked up. | hope you're burning in Hell" Varg kicks at the stone. 


He yells out a bunch of curses. Cursing Euronymous for murdering and raping the deceased vocalist. Cursing 
himself for being so stupid and not noticing anything. Cursing himself for caring so much. Why did he care that 
Euronymous violated Dead in the sickest and most cruelist way? Why did he want to seek justice for him when 
Euronymous was already dead? Why did he want to make things right, when he knew that it was too late and 
that there is no way to reverse the cold hands of time? 


He hears a meow, that doesn't sound too far away. He turns around and sees a cat. The cat has black fur, is 


wearing a blue collar, with a bell on it, and it has violet eyes. 


"What a strange cat.| never seen a cat with violet eyes before. No cat has violet eyes. Maybe l'm seeing 


things." Varg thinks to himself. 
His wife comes up behind him, and places a hand on his shoulder. "Honey, do you think we should go now?" 


Varg nods his head. "Yes, | believe that we are done here." 


Some days later, Varg and his wife are at the train station He is leaving to go to Stockholm, Sweden, to see 
Pelle's family, and to pay a visit to his grave. 


She hugs him and kisses him. "I'll miss you. | hope you have a good, and safe trip to Sweden. Good luck to you 
Varg." 


Varg hugs and kisses her back. He doesn't want to leave his wife and his kids, but he knows he must do this. 
"lIl miss you too. I'll be back in a of couple weeks. Take care of the kids Marie." 


"I will. Anyways, the train is about to leave soon. You better get going before it leaves without you." She says 
this as she lets him go. 


They say their last goodbyes to each other before Varg gets on the train 


Varg goes to find his seat and sits down near a window. The train is leaving. It'll be about a day or so before it 
gets to Stockholm. Varg makes himself comfortable knowing it'll be a long ride. 


He looks up at the people around him. So many are going to different places. He knows that they are going on 
trips to enjoy themselves and spend time with family or friends. Varg is not going on a trip to enjoy anything. 
He's going to Sweden because he needs to visit Pelle's grave, and tell his family what really happened to him. 


He decides to close his eyes and go to sleep. Maybe by the time he wakes up, he'll be in Stockholm. 


They laugh as they tumble down onto the ground with each other. The air is cool and warm around them, the 
sun shines bright, kissing them with its beams of light. 


The brunette, lays on top of the blonde, and brings his lips to his. The other tangles his hands in the 
brunette's hair, enjoying the way he is kissing him, and sending him shivers down his spine whenever he 


touches him. 

They pull apart, each breathing for air that they so desperately needed. A slight blush was on the blonde's 
cheeks. His blue eyes stared up into the other's. He smiled at him. 

The brunette smiles back at him. Kisses him on the lips once more, and lays his head on top of the other's 
chest. Feeling it move up and down, listening to his heartbeat. 

"Don't leave me. Stay with me right here in this moment, forever." 


‘lm not going anywhere. I'll never leave you. I'll always be with you, by your side." 


He holds onto him. Afraid that he might disappear in his arms. 


Varg is shaken awake by someone. 

"Wake up sir. We're in Stockholm, Sweden" 

Varg rubs his eyes, and yawns. He must have been asleep for quite a long time. 
"Another strange dream. Per Yngve Ohlin, why must you plague me so." 


He gets off of the train. He pulls out his cell phone and calls a taxi. He needs to get Skogskyrkogården (The 
Woodland Cemetery). A taxi arrives at the train station and he tells the driver where to go. It takes a while 
for it to get there. Varg pays the driver once they arrive. He gets out, and goes to ask where Per Yngve 


Ohlin's grave is at. The man working there tells him where it is and points him in the direction of it. 


It takes him a few minutes until he finally gets to his grave. He has three roses. A white one, for life in the 
afterlife. A red one, for the blood that he spilled from his own body, and for the blood that was spilled the day 


his life was taken away from him and was raped. A black one, for the music that he made. 


The tombstone is covered in snow. Varg brushes it off. He traces his fingers over it. A small smile forms on 
his face. A tear slides down his cheek He shouldn't be crying, over someone he barely knew. But he'll let 
himself cry, just this once. 


"Why? Why did Euronymous kill you? Why did he take away the only thing pure that was left of you?" Varg 
falls to his knees. The tears are coming down faster now. "Why did you have to die?!" He lets out a loud, 


piercing scream. 

"You should still be alive. You, of all people didn't deserve a fate so cruel. You shouldn't have had to suffer." He 
punches his fist into the stone. "If only | wasn't so fucking stupid! | could have done something, anything to 
save you." 

Varg brings his arm up to his eyes and wipes the tears away. He takes a look at his knuckles, and sees that 
they are all bloodied. "That will need to be bandaged up later." He thinks to himself, letting out a small chuckle, 
forgetting about the pain he has inflicted upon himself. 


He stays like this, on his knees, holding his hand, until someone from behind places a hand on his shoulder. 


Varg turns around and sees a pair of violet eyes staring right back at him. 


Secrets Revealed 


Author's Notes: 
My writing isn't all that great, need to work on some grammar and whatnot. :P But yeah, | hope you guys 


enjoy though. Leave comments and criticism if you want. :) 


"And it looks like we'll be getting more snow here in Oslo, so we'll be having a long cold winter. So stay warm 
and safe everyone." The weather man, Eric, who was saying that there would be more snow coming this 
season. NRK news then went back to Kamille. 

"Well thanks for that Eric. Now in other news, an interviewer recently went to visit Varg Vikernes. Black metal 
musician who does all the instrumental work and vocals for his band Burzum, author of the book Sorcery and 
Religion in Ancient Scandinavia, responsible for church burnings in the early 90's, murdered his friend Oystein 
Aarseth on August lOth, 1993, and claims it was in self defense. Here is that interview now." 

The TV screen then goes to the interview. 

"Hello, Varg. How are you today?" 

"im fine, thanks." 

"So, | came here to ask a few questions, would you take the time to answer them for me?" 

"Sure." 

"Okay, so I'm sure you heard that Helvete is going to be torn down soon What do you think of that?" 

"| personally think that they should reopen it, instead of tearing it down. A lot of people would be upset." 
"Okay, next question. Varg, why did you burn down those churches back then?" 

‘I've already answered this question many times. It gets old talking about the same things." 

"Okay, why did you-" 

Varg cuts him off. "You're going to ask me why did | murder Oystein right?" 


"Uh..yes, Varg. That is right” 


"| don't want to talk about that anymore either." 


"You don't seem like you're in a good mood now, since | asked you those questions. In fact Varg, you don't look 


like you're doing too good these days." 


"Could be because I'm getting old, don't have time to work on other projects | would like to complete. Lately I've 


been feeling tired, weary, and | don't know whats wrong with me." 


"Well, that is not good. Hope you feel better. So what do you have planned for the future? A new album? Book? 
Anything?" 


‘Ive been mostly blogging about stuff on my blog the Thulean Perspective. Maybe you should check it out." 
"| might just have to. Anyways, it was nice speaking to you Varg." 
"You too." 


The screen then goes back to Kamille. "Well there you have it. The interview with Varg Vikernes. I'm sure we'll 
hear more about him in the future. For anyone who does not know, Varg claims to be a neo-nazi, is racist, 
believes that women are not equal to men, and recently this year him and his wife were arrested. If you ask 


me this man is a menace to our society and should be back-" 


The television is turned off. A man, who looks to be in his early 40's, beard and hair with lots of greys and 
some brown in it, pale skin, and blue eyes, that look old and weary. He should look younger, because he is only 
4. But after having spent so many times in prison, and having so much trouble with the police, has made him 
feel and look more older thon he is. Tired, old, sick, and a very negative outlook on life. He is sick of the same 
questions, sick of the misunderstandings, but he doesn't care too much to do anything about it. He knows that 
there are people, fans that still love him and understand him. But they don't know, how sick of everything he 
has been feeling as of late. This man is Varg Vikernes. 


His wife, Marie Cachet, comes into the room. She is still pregnant with their fourth child. She walks over to 
him and wraps her arms around him from behind. She kisses his cheek. For a little while now, she's been the 
only thing besides their children, bringing him happiness and making him feel better. 

"You're up late again." 

"I know." He says, kissing her back. 

"Come to bed will you?" 


"I can't right now, trying to work on my book" 


His wife sighs. "I wish you would just come to bed, and finish up your book some other time. You've been 
acting very distant the past few weeks." 


Varg knows she is telling the truth, but he chooses not go to bed yet. He kisses his wife goodnight, and she 
leaves. He hasn't been sleeping very good as of late, and he doesn't know why. "Whats wrong me?" He whispers 
to himself. 

He hears the doorbell ringing. "Now who could that be at this time of night?" 


He gets up out of his chair, heads to the door, and unlocks it. When he opens it he sees a man, that looks to 
be about in his 20's. "Are you Varg Vikernes?" The man asks. 


"Yes | am. What do you want? Its late." 


The man reaches inside his pocket and pulls out an envelope. "This is for you." He hands Varg the envelope. 


"You know about Helvete being torn down right?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, they recently went through the place and found some old records, documents in there, and most of 
those were burnt, or thrown away. But when they found this they didn't burn it or throw it away. | guess it 
must be important or something." 

"Who is it from?" 


It says its from Oystein Aarseth" 


Varg rolls his eyes at hearing his ex best friends name. "Its probably nothing important. The man is dead. So 


why would they think this is important?" 

'Hmm.] don't know. Anyways, | just wanted to deliever this to you. Have a good night Mr. Vikernes: 

"You too" Varg says as he is shutting the door. 

Varg goes to sit back in his chair, and stares down at the envelope. The envelope is very old, worn, and torn 
The date says July Bth, 1993. "Hmm.lts probably something about Burzum records, the record contract, or him 


telling me that he's going to murder me." He gets up, and goes to the fireplace to burn the envelope, but then 


he hears something. 
"No.." 
Varg suddenly looks up. He thought he heard a voice. A voice that sounded like a whisper. 


"No." 


Varg looks around the lounge room. There isn't no one else in the room, and the only other people in the house 


are his wife and children. 


"It must have been the wind. Theres no way that it could be someone else speaking." He then goes back to 


putting the envelope in the fire. It is almost close to a flame when he hears the voice again. 
"No." 


Varg looks up again. "Why do | keep hearing that voice? | must be going insane." He says this while rubbing his 
forehead. He looks down at the envelope again, and he makes up his mind. "Fine. I'll read it. Now go away 
whoever is speaking to me." He goes back to sit down. "I must be going insane. I'm talking to myself. Get a hold 
of yourself Varg." 


He slowly starts to open the envelope, careful not rip it. After a few a minutes or so, he gets it open He takes 
out the letter slowly, trying not to rip it, then unfolds it. The paper is yellow like the envelope, and the writing 
is blurred but it looks like he can still understand it. He starts to read it. 


"Dear Varg, 


This will come as a surprise to you, well I'm not sure. Maybe it won't. But | have something to tell you. 
Actually | have two things to tell you. The first thing | have to tell is that | am going to kill you. Yes, | am 
going to murder you, and I'm going to film it while | do kill you, slowly and painfully.” 


Varg rolls his eyes at this. It wasn't exactly no secret that Euronymous was going to murder him, so reading 
this didn't surprise him. He wonders what else it is though that Euronymous has to tell him. He looks back 
down at the envelope and keeps reading. 


"The next thing | have to tell you, will come as a surprise. Only two people know about this. | do, and the other 
person who knows this can't tell anybody becouse he is dead. Actually, the name of this person is Dead. What 
I'm about to tell you has to do with him, and you'll think of me as a different person after you read this." 


Varg is now interested. He keeps on reading. 


"Varg, you'll be the third person to know about this, and the last person to know. You see, Per Yngve Ohlin's 
death, it wasn't a suicide. | murdered him. Yes, | murdered him. | made him write his suicide note, | held my 
rifle up to his head and forced him to write the note. | was the one who cut his wrists, slit his throat, and 
blew his brains out. You already know | took pictures of his dead body. But here is something else you must 


know. | didn't also just murder him, | also raped him." 


At reading this, Varg's eyes go wide. "What the fuck.” The letter falls from his hand that he is holding it in, 


after just reading what Euronymous confessed. He picks it back up and keeps on reading. 


"| can't really tell you why | did it, but It seems that | lusted after him. | wanted him to be mine, and only 


mine. So | made him mine. | knew he was a virgin, and | took his virginity away from him by force. He 
screamed, and oh, how | loved hearing him scream. | loved how he was begging for me to stop, crying, and I've 
never seen him cry. Asking me to stop, but | kept looking into his eyes, his full of sorrow and terror, and 
mines, full of a sick and twisted desire. | kept pounding into him, and | liked it, no | loved it, that | was hurting 
him, and being the one to take his pureness away from him. | was surprised that no one ever found out that 
he was raped. There were bruises left on his body, so | thought that they would give it away. Though, they 
probably dismissed those because no one ever questioned that his death could have been a murder which it 


was. 


Now you must think of me as a different person, as you are reading this. You must think I'm one very fucked 
up person. Well Varg, yes | am, and | am proud of it. As | am writing this now, | am thinking that | shouldn't 

send you this letter at all. I'm afraid that you might report me to the police, and then the rest of my life will 
be a living hell for me. You'll never know this secret. Itll only be between me, and Per Yngve Ohlin's ghost. And 


soon Varg, you'll join hin, in Hell. 


Love your best friend, 


Oystein Aarseth" 


Varg's hands were shaking, as he was putting the letter down. Varg looked up and contemplated burning the 
letter. He didn't know what to do. This was all so much to take in. 


"| murdered Per Yngve Ohlin" 

"| raped him." 

"| loved hearing him scream and beg, as | was torturing him, raping him." 

Varg, suddenly felt a bit cold. He saw that a window was open, and went to close it. "Why | am suddenly feeling 
pity for the guy? Why do | suddenly feel like getting revenge for his death? It is too late. Both of them are 
dead. There is nothing | can do so | might as well forget about this whole confession Euronymous told me, and 


move on" Varg thought all of this, while staring out the window. 


He went back to his chair and sat down. He stared at the fireplace, suddenly feeling tired "I need to go to 


sleep.." His whispered to himself, closing his eyes, and succumbing to sleep. 


Following the Freezing Moon 


Author's Notes: 

The concert was inspired by the live in Leipzig album. | own the album, and it is amazing. <3 And we also, get 
to meet three new characters in this chapter. Two of them are only for this chapter, but | might write about 
them again, in a later chapter, not sure yet. Anyways, hope everyone enjoys this chapter :) 


It had been two weeks, since Mayhem went on tour. They were touring through Norway. They were playing in 
Tromso tonight. There were a lot of fans who were here to see the band. A reporter for NRK news, was 
outside with cameras and other news reporters, who were going to film this concert. The reporter's name was 
Henri Stephensen. He was the worst reporter in NRK news. He would make up a bunch of lies about whatever 
he did a report on He would only do reports about things that were popular in Norway, and right now, the 
Black metal scene in Norway was. He had been following Mayhem for sometime now, trying to get private 


information about the band so he could ruin them. 


"I am Henri Stephensen, and we are standing outside the arena where Mayhem will be performing at. | am so 


excited to be here. Mayhem is one of my favorite black metal bands!" 


| bet you don't even listen to black metall" A fan who was standing near Henri, screamed. In reality Henri didn't 


like Mayhem at all. All he cared about was making money and trying to defame the band. 


"Don't listen to him. | am a black metal fan. Look at me, | am so brutal, aren't |?" He said, smiling a big fake 
smile at the camera. Henri had short blonde hair, with a mustache, brown eyes, and was wearing a grey suit 
with an ugly red tie, that had polka dots on it. The fans who were here to see the band, wished that this 
phony would just fall off the face of the earth. 


Backstage, there were some fans who wanted to meet the band. Jorn was talking to two girls, who were in 
their teens. The oldest was Leah, and the youngest was Alana, who was also a cutter like Pelle. She had family 
problems at home. She would stay with Leah at her house, for she didn’t like the abuse she suffered at home. 


Pelle, was inside his room. Applying corpse makeup on. He had done amazing so far this tour. The fans loved 
him. They loved hearing him sing. They loved the new songs Mayhem was playing. Freezing Moon, Pagan Fears, 
and a few others Pelle had written. Pelle should have been happy, because he was doing something he loved 


doing, but something, someone was missing. That was Varg. 


Being away from him for so long, had took a tow on Pelle. He missed him so much. He would call him whenever 
he had a chance to. He loved hearing voice, but it wasn't enough. He needed him here with him. To keep him 
safe. Pelle promised him that he wouldn't cut himself up, and so far he had kept that promise. But he didn't 


know how much more he could take. Euronymous even told Pelle a few times during this tour that he should 


just slice himself up. Jorn and Jan had made sure Pelle was alright, but they weren't Varg. This tour was 
really starting to stress him out. He was almost on the verge of breaking down, but he needed to keep it 
together. He would not fuck up and break his promise to Varg. He wouldn't. 


He heard a knock on the door. "Come in" He said, inviting whoever it was at the door in. He heard the door 
open, and then heard it being locked. The person who came in walked up behind him and turned him around. 


"What the fuck!?" 


"What the hell is taking you so long Deadl?" Euronymous yelled at him. "We're supposed to be going on stage 


soon and you're taking forever to put on your corpse paint" 


Pelle just glared at him. "Leave me alone Euronymous. | don't need your bullshit tonight.” He then turned back 


around, to continue what it was that he was doing. 


Euronymous sat down in a chair next to him. "You look fucking amazing right now. | know that you'll do 


excellent out there. | just hope you don't try to scare off the fans again" 
"Don't need posers at our concerts." 


"And we don't need someone trying to sue us because you threw knives out into the crowd. I'm surprised you 


haven't tried to cut yourself up." 
"| made a promise to someone." 


"Well, you know the fans also came here to see you do that. Come on, just this once. We'll make lots of money, 


we'll be more famous. Isn't that what you want?" 


"Go away Euronymous!" Pelle turned to him, yelling at him. "I'm not some fucking dog who'll perform tricks for 


you!" 


Euronymous stood up from where he was sitting, and slapped him right across the face, making him fall from 
his chair. He then grabbed him by his hair. "Don't you talk to me like that you little shit!" He then threw him 
down on the floor. He kicked at his ribs. "Nobody talks back to me! Not even you Dead!" 


"Fuck you Euronymous! Why do you treat me like this!? What have | done to deserve your hatel?" Pelle yelled 
back at him. 


Euronymous then stopped kicking at him, and grabbed a hold of his face. "I don't hate you Dead. | just hate how 
you make me feel" He whispered, growling these words at Pelle. He then let go him, and climbed on top of him. 


His one hand had his wrists pinned above his head, while his other hand went underneath his shirt. 


"No, no. Euronymous, stop!" 


"Shut the fuck up." 


"Please, somebody! Help!" 


Outside, the two girls Leah and Alana were walking down towards Pelle's room. Jorn told them where it was. 
Alana was excited. She was finally going to meet the man that she looked up to. She hoped to talk to him, and 
get a picture with him or something. 

Leah, had black hair, brown eyes, and was very tall. People made fun of her for her height, but she was used 
to all the comments made about it. She wore a Darkthrone t-shirt, along with ripped up jeans, and some 


jewerly. 


Alana, had red hair, green eyes, was short. She wore a Mayhem shirt, along with a leather skirt, and had 


fishnet arm warmers that covered up her arms. 
"Alana, calm down" 


She turned to her friend. "I'm sorry Leah, l'm just so excited. | can't believe I'm finally going to meet Dead" She 


smiled. 

They both walked up to the door of his room. Alana could hear some screaming inside. 
"Whats going on in there?" She heard what was being said inside. 

"Euronymous, stop! You're hurting me!" 

"Be quiet! | don't need the others hearing you!" 

Alana couldn't believe what was going on Were Euronymous and Dead having a fight? 


"Now hold still Dead. I'm just going to take off your jeans, so please don't try to kick at me or I'll break those 
legs of yours." 


"No! Please stop! | don't want this!" 
"You know you do, you fucking slut." 


She couldn't believe it. Euronymous was trying to rape Dead! She had to go get help. "Hello! Somebody pleasel 


Come and help us! Please!" 


Jorn who had heard her, yelling for help, ran to her and her friend. "Whats going onl? Are you two alright?" 


Leah spoke. "They're fighting in there! Euronymous and Dead. | think he's hurting him!" 


"Oh fuck!" Jorn went to the door. "Dead, Euronymous! Open the door!" 


Euronymous was about to unbuckle Pelle's belt and take off his jeans, when he heard someone knocking, and 
screaming at the door. 


"Come on you guys! Open the door!" 


It was Jorn. He turned to Pelle who had a look of terror on his face, and was shaking. He got up off of him. 
"Put your fucking clothes back and fix your makeup. Now." 


Pelle did as he was told. He buckled his belt up, and put his shirt back on. He was so shaken up. His ribs hurt 
and he had a hard time standing up. 


Euronymous went to go open the door. Jorn came in as soon as it opened. "What the fuck is going on in herel?" 
"Nothing. We just had a fight is all" Euronymous told him calmly. 
"Is that true Dead?" 


Pelle nodded his head. He didn't want to tell Jorn about what just happened. He needed to call Varg. He was 
looking for the cellphone as Jorn was talking to Oystein. 


"What the fuck were you guys fighting about?" 

"He was taking too long. And | need to put on my corpse paint. And he started bitching at me for no reason’ 
"You two need to stop” 

"| cant help it that he's such a little bitch." 


"I think you need to let him be Oystein. He has been getting stressed out, hasn't been getting enough sleep like 
the rest of us." 


"If he can't handle it then maybe he should leave! Its not my fault that he's getting stressed” 


Pelle had had it. He couldn't find the phone. He saw a knife that was lying on the table. He picked it up and 


threw it at Euronymous. 


"WHAT THE FUCK!!!" It missed him by a few inches. Instead of hitting Oystein, it hit the wall behind him. Pelle 
stared at him. He wished that it had hit him. Then he wouldn't have to suffer through this torture 


Euronymous was putting him through. He was so angry. He was shaking so much, and his breathing came in 


short breaths. 
"What the fuck Deadl! You could have almost killed me! | could fire you from this band for doing that!" 


"Go ahead!" Pelle retorted back at him. "I don't care! | am so sick of you anyways! All you do is cause me a 


whole of misery!” 

"You little fuck." Euronymous was about to hit him again until Jorn stopped him. 

"Oystein, don't. Just go, okay.” 

Euronymous did as he was told. "He better stay the fuck away from me for the whole night!" He slammed the 
door, leaving Jorn standing there with Pelle who went back to searching for the cellphone. Jorn walked over to 
him, and placed a hand on his shoulder. 

Pelle? Are you okay?" 

"| can't fucking find it!" 


"Find what?" 


"The phone Varg gave mel | lost it! | can't find it anywhere!" He turned around, looking at Jorn "I need to call 


him. | need to his hear voice." 
"Calm down Pelle. You didn't lose it. You just left it at the motel we're staying at.” He reached into his pocket 
and pulled out a few quarters. "Theres a payphone outside. You can use that. Don't take too long, because we're 


going on soon." 


Pelle nodded his head and left to go outside in the back of the arena. He put the quarters in the slot and dialed 


Varg's number. It rang once, twice, then a third. "Come on Varg.please answer." 
Varg answered after the fourth ring. "Hello?" 

"Varg" 

"Pelle. Hey love. How are you?" 

"l'm okay." 

"You don't sound okay..did something happen?" 


There was silence for a few minutes. All that could be heard was Pelle's sobs. 


"Varg.Euronymous.He hurt me.He tried to rape mel" 
"Shit.Fuck! When? When did this happen?" 

"Not too long ago. Backstage, in my room. He was about to rape me, until Jorn came in and stopped him 
"Thank goodness." Varg sighed with relief. "Does he know that he tried to rape you?" 


"No. Euronymous told him we were just fighting. | lied too, because | didn't want to tell him. Or the concert 


might be cancelled." 


"Pelle! By not telling him you're just making it worse. You're putting yourself in danger. The others need to 
know what is going on! What if they're not there to protect you one day?" 


"If they're not with me and its just us, I'll have to stop him myself." 
"He'll stop at nothing to get what he wants Pelle. | need to call the police." 


"No, don't. There isn't any evidence that can prove anything. We'll stop him ourselves when April 8th comes 


around." 
"I just hope you're back in Krakstad before that day." 
"I hope so too. | can't stand being away from you any longer." 


"I know. Anyways, you better go. You have to perform tonight and you're going on stage soon. You better get 
out there. Do your best, and try to stay away from Euronymous. Call me after the concert." 


"| will. | miss you." 
"Good. And | miss you too. | love you Pelle. Please be safe, and don't do anything stupid" 


| love you too Varg" He hung up the phone after saying that. He would call Varg after the concert. All he just 
wanted to do was talk to him, for he was the only person who could calm him down, and make him feel better. 
He turned around to head back inside. One of the girls who had helped him, was standing out there. It was 
Alana. She stared at him with concern, but also with curiosity. She didn't know what to say. This was her first 
time, meeting him, and she didn't expect it to go like this. Not at all. Here, he stood in front of her. Not as 
someone who seemed like an otherworldly creature to her, but as someone who seemed like a regular human 


being, just like her. 


She finally mustered up the courage to speak to him. "l-I couldn't help but.overhear your conversation. l'm 


sorry, | didn't mean to intrude. I'll just go now" She started to walk away, until he stopped her. 


"Wait. Don't go." 

She turned back around. 

"lts alright. | don't mind that you heard me." 

"Who was it you were speaking to?" She asked. 

"Someone who means the world to me." He smiled at her. 

"Is it a guy or girl?" 

‘Its a guy." He said, looking down. "Now you know that the famous Dead of Mayhem, is in love with a man" 
| don't care. | see nothing wrong with it. Love is love." 

"Thank you for being so accepting. What is your name?" 

"Its Alana, Dead." 

"Call me Pelle, or Per, if you want." 

"Alright" She said, smiling. "Pelle.there is something | wanted to share with you." 

"What is it?" 

"Well.from what | heard from other fans you cut yourself. And | wanted to share with you my story.” She 
rolled up her one of her sleeves. On her arm, there were a bunch of painful, red scars on it. Some new, most 
of them old. "I cut myself too. | just want you to know that you're not the only one who does, and that you're 
not alone. Theres more, but | won't show them.” 

"Why do you do it?" 

"Well.| don't do it for the same reasons that you do. | do it because it calms me. Its the only thing that 
relieves pain, besides your music, and my friend Leah. | started when | was 12. | suffer from physical and 
mental abuse at my parents house. Its also sexual abuse too." She told him, tears almost running down her 


face. 


They didn't speak for a few minutes. Pelle didn't like that this young, beautiful girl, had to suffer through such 
horrible things. He felt sympathy for her. He wanted to help her but he didn't know how. 


"Alana.l also suffer from abuse. Not in any physical way, but mentally. | have to live with someone who 


constantly puts me through torture almost everyday. It has gotten better, ever since Varg, my boyfriend, 


came into my life. Being away from hin, is taking a tow on me though, and | miss him. But, | just want you To 


make a promise to me." 
"What is it?" 


"Promise me that you will stop. | know it won't be easy, but at least try. A beautiful girl like you, shouldn't 
have to destroy herself, just to feel better. Next time, you feel like holding that knife to your skin, think of me 
and remember what | said" He placed a hand on her shoulder. "Please, try to get help. Talk about everything 


that is eating away at you inside, before it consumes you.” 
"Thank you Pelle. | am glad that we had this conversation." She said, smiling. "Do you mind if |_hug you?" 


"Of course you may. | don't mind" He pulled her in, and wrapped his arms around her. The hug was short and 
sweet. "You'll be alright. | know you can pull through this." He said, as he was letting her go." 


"You're the best Pelle. | hope that we can meet again" 


"I hope we can too. Well, | better get going. But before | go, | want to give you something." He took off one of 
the necklaces he was wearing, and handed it to her. "Its a gift for you. Something to remember our little 


conversation by" 


"Thank you." She said as she was putting it on. "I'll cherish this gift forever. Anyways, better get back to my 
friend. We need to find our seats in the crowd. Good luck Pelle." As soon as they said their goodbyes, Pelle 
went back inside. He went to his room first, to fix his makeup. When he was finished he stood up, and headed 
towards the door. He saw the blade, still pierced, where it hit the wall. He stared at the cold, shining metal. He 
grabbed the handle of the blade. He could see his reflection, staring back at him. He put it in his pocket, and 
then headed out to the front of the stage. 


On the stage, the rest of the guys were already on there. There were pig heads on stakes, some fog, and 
other things that seemed morbid. He liked the way it looked. "Well, better get out there. The fans are waiting 
for me." He thought to himself. 


He walked out onto the stage. The fans were cheering for him, screaming his name. He walked up towards the 
microphone. He would sing, from his cold heart, from the depth of his soul. He finally screamed the first words 
before the song Deathcrush. 


"ONLY DEATH IS REALL!" 
The drums, the guitars, started to play. He sang, he headbanged during the song. 
Demonic laughter your cremation 


Your lungs gasp for air but are filled with blood 


A sudden crack as | crushed your skull 


The remind of your life flashes by 
A life that soon won't be 
Smiling with axe in my hand 


Evils rotten hand you'll see 


| come forward 


Deathcrush 


Ill send you to your maker 


I'll send you to your death 


Death nicely crucified 
Death, heads on stakes 


The barbeque has just begun 
Deathcrush - Deathcrush - Deathcrush 


Crush - Crush 
Deathcrush 
Deathcrush 
Deathcrush 


He was lost in himself. He became something else onstage. Something..not human. He didn't feel human when he 
was onstage, singing. When he was onstage, he felt like he was in another world, another time. He was a 
creature from the afterlife. He would feel like this offstage too, but here, singing in front of the fans, here 


onstage, it felt more real to him. 


During the concert, he stayed far away from Euronymous. He felt as if the others weren't there. That as if 
his fans weren't there. That it was only him himself here. Mayhem played more songs, Necrolust, Funeral Fog, 


and then now, it was time to play one of his favorites. 
"WHEN IT'S COLD, AND WHEN IT'S DARK, THE FREEZING MOON CAN OBSESS YOUIII" 


Everything here is so cold 
Everything here is so dark 
| remember it as from a dream 


In the corner of this time 


He felt cold He couldn't feel. Everything, was dark. All he could he see was darkness. Except for the light, 
shining in the night sky. It felt like a dream. Everything around him, didn't feel real. He didn't feel real, he didn't 


feel human. 


Diabolic shapes float by 
Out from the dark 
| remember it was here | died 


By following the freezing moon 


He could see dark and wicked shadows, floating by, from the darkness. He didn't feel as though he was alive 
anymore. He felt dead. He didn't belong here, in this world. He needed to follow the moon, high up above. But, he 


couldn't reach it. He only knew of one way he could. 


It's night again 
Night you beautiful 
| please my hunger 
On living humans 
Night of hunger 
Follow it's call 


Follow the freezing moon 


He pulled out the knife, from his pocket. There was a solo going on in the song now, so he took this opportunity 
to do what it was that he needed to do. He needed to feel something, something that would satisfy his hunger. 
To make him feel numb. He would let the freezing moon surround him, he would follow it tonight. He held the 
blade, to his wrist, ready to slice into the frozen veins inside. Suddenly, he saw something other than the moon, 
in all of this darkness. He saw Varg, standing there in front of him, reaching his arm out towards him to stop 
him. Pelle pulled away from him. 


"You are not really here. You are only an illusion. | can't breathe, | can't think straight, without you here. This 
is the only way, that | can feel better. | want to feel nothing. | want to forget everything. Please.forgive me 
Varg. | am so sorry.” He whispered to himself, so that only he himself could hear. 


He then took the blade, and cut deep, very deep. The pain felt good. He loved it. He loved the feeling of the 


blade, slicing up his skin. The crimson liquid, dripped down from his arm, and onto the stage. 


Jorn and Oystein, seen what Pelle had just done to himself. Jorn wanted to go over to him, and stop him from 
hurting himself. But he knew that they had a show to play, and that he couldn't do anything now. Oystein, on 
the other side of the stage smirked to himself, as he watched what Pelle did. "Now this is what our fans 
wanted to see. This is the show that they wanted." 


Darkness is growing 

The eternity opens 

The cemetery lights up again 
As in ancient times 

Fallen souls die behind my steps 


By following the freezing moon 


The knife fell from his hand, and onto the stage. He had done it. He would finally follow the moon tonight. 
Throughout the rest of the concert, all he could think about was that he was finally going to leave this awful 
world, and he also thought about Varg. He was losing lots of blood. He could barely stand up on his feet. He 


almost fell a few times. He had to finish this. There was only one more song to perform. 


Violent torture, 
Death has arrived, 
Armageddon, 
Terror and fright, 
Bleeding corpses, 


Rotting decay 


Anarchy, 
Violent torture, 
Antichrist, 
Lucifer, 


Son of Satan 
Pure Fucking Armageddon 


Pure Fucking Armageddon! 

He could hear the crowd cheering. He had done amazing tonight. When the song was over, he ran backstage. He 
tripped over a wire and fell onto the floor. His whole world was spinning. He heard some screaming above him. 
He couldn't make out who it was, that was pulling him up. He couldn't focus on anything. "Tonight, | will finally 
leave here. Tonight is the night, that | will go to Transylvania 


His last thoughts were of dying, and Varg. He closed his eyes, his whole world going black, and finally giving into 


eternal sleep. 


Ill see you soon again, my moon." 


Touch Me With Your Words 


Author's Notes: 
So, chapter I5 :) Hope you guys enjoy it. Also, not really so great at describing sex scenes P | tried to do the 
best | could. I'm going to try to get better at it, cause there will be more in the future ;) Anyways, enjoy. ) 


"Varg. Varg..Wake up." 

He opened his eyes to see Tracey, staring down at him. He blinked a few times. 
"Tracey?" 

"Yes Varg, its me." 

"What happened?" 


"You must have fell asleep. | was wondering why you haven't come back home all day. | tried calling you, but 


you didn't answer. | came looking for you. Luckily | found you." 
He shook his head. He took a look outside and saw that it was night. "How long was | asleep for!?" 
"You must have been asleep all day." 


"Fuck! Pelle must be wondering why | haven't called him yet. He must be worrying so much right now. | need to 


call him" He reached into his pocket to get his phone, but Tracey stopped him. 
"Not until we get something to eat first” 

"But." 

"No buts. You can call him when we get back Im sure your boyfriends fine 


"Fine." He said, sighing to himself. Varg had to admit, he was hungry. He hadn't had anything to eat all day. So 
he drove Tracey and himself to the nearest Mcdonalds to get something to eat. 


After they were finished eating, they headed back to the house. Varg went upstairs, to his and Pelle's room. 
He laid down on the bed, and took out his phone. He had a picture of him and Pelle as his background. He traced 
over it. He really missed him. Not being able to hold him in his arms, and kiss him. He needed to call him, to 
hear his beautiful voice. He dialed the number to Pelle's phone. 


Pelle paced back and forth, in the motel room that he was sharing with Jorn. Jan and Oystein were sharing a 
room together right next to them. Oystein had decided to go out drinking and Jan was asleep. Jorn was starting 
to get dizzy, watching Pelle pace back and forth. He had been doing this for a while now. Varg was supposed to 
call him hours ago, and so far, nothing. He was starting to get very worried. 


"Pelle. Relax. He's probably asleep or something.’ 


"He said he would call me Jorn What if something happened to him or." He didn't want to imagine why Varg 
hadn't called him yet. 


"Don't worry. He'll call you. Just relax." Jorn got off of the bed he was sitting on. "Come on. Lets go have a 


drink or something." 


"| don't want to drink. | just want to talk to Varg." Pelle said, falling face down on his bed. "What if he doesn't 


call at all?" 

‘I'm sure he will." 

Pelle nodded his head. He sighed to himself. He needed to stop worrying so much. Varg would call. He knew he 
would. He took a look around the room they were in. It was quite dirty, and there were some bugs crawling 
around. Cobwebs on the ceiling, and some stains. He didn't want to imagine what went on in this place. He was 
about to say something when he heard a ringing sound. It was coming from his pocket. He reached in and pulled 
out his phone. Varg was calling him. He answered. 

"Varg!" 

"Hey Pelle. l'm so sorry that | didn't call you a while ago. | fell asleep. In the car. I've been asleep all day." 

"You must have been really tired" Pelle said, laughing. 


"Yeah, | was." 


"l'Il just leave you two alone for a while" Jorn said, smirking at Pelle. He walked out of the room and locked the 


door. 
Pelle laid back down on the bed. "| miss you" 

"| miss you too. bm sorry | made you worry so much" 
"Its okay. You didn't mean to fall asleep" 


"Yeah. So how was the plane ride." 


"Horrible. | hated it. | wanted to get off of it, and go back to Krokstad” 

"| wish you did So how is the motel you guys are staying at?" 

"Its fine. Though | wish we could be staying at someplace better, but this is all we can afford for now" 
"Hmm. Well that sucks. So how are you?" 

"Im alright. A bit better, now that km talking to you" 

Varg smiled. "Thats good" 

"And you?" 

"Im alright. Just wish | could be with you" 


"Me too." He said, with a smile on his face. Pelle laid his head, back on the pillow, enjoying the sound of Varg's 


voice on the other line. 
"So whens the first concert?" 


"Its the day after tomorrow. We have to set everything up and rehearse some songs. Its going to be 


awesome." 

"I bet you'll do great. | just know the fans are going to love you." 

"I hope so." 

"They will love you. You are an amazing vocalist and | just know you're going to do great.” 

"Thanks Varg. That really means a lot, coming from you." 

"I know love. Hey, | was thinking we could try something.’ 

"What is it?" Pelle asked, curious. 

"Well, | wanted to try phone sex with you." 

Pelle blushed at hearing this. He had heard of phone sex, he just didn't know if he would be any good at it. 


"Do you want to try it?" Varg asked. 


"Umm..sure. Alright. | just don't know if I'll be good at it though..never tried it before." 


"Don't worry. You don't really have to say anything. I'l talk sexy to you, say things | want to do to you, and 
you just relax and touch yourself. Okay?" 


"Hmm.Okay." Pelle laid down on the bed, his head resting on the pillow. He moved his hand underneath his shirt, 
rubbing his chest, and playing with his ripples. Imagining that Varg was actually there, on top of him, doing it 
instead. 


"Anyways..we would be making out. | would be on top of you, on the bed, kissing you. | would move my hands 
underneath your shirt, and play with your nipples. Pulling and pinching at them. You would moan into my mouth. 
| would then move my mouth down to your neck, biting and sucking at it. | would then move down further. 
Down to your collar bone, then your chest. | would take your shirt off, and lick and bite at your nipples, while 


my hand would trail down to your leg." 


Pelle listened as Varg said all of this. So far, he was enjoying what Varg was saying he would do to him. He sat 
up and took off his shirt. He then laid back down and went back to what he was doing before. His one hand was 
playing with one of his nipples, while the other moved further down to his crotch area. He rubbed himself 
through his jeans as he kept listening. 


"You would be hard. After everything else | did. | would rub your hardness through the thick fabric of your 
jeans. You would be moaning, begging me to take you. | would take off my shirt first, then | would take off 
your jeans and your boxers. | would grab your long, thick cock, and start jerking you off. You would moan loud, 


almost screaming.” 


Pelle shivered a little at Varg's words, and at his hand that he was using to touch himself. He imagined that it 
was Varg's hand, pumping his erection, very fast. 


Varg liked what he was hearing on the other end of the phone. He could hear short breaths, the moans that 


Pelle was making. It was like music to his ears. He kept on going. 


"After a while of doing that, you would be begging for release, begging for me to make you cum. But not yet. 
Not just yet. | would move my fingers up to your mouth, you would open it, and suck on them. Getting them 
wet. | would then remove my fingers from your mouth, and move them down to that virgin hole of yours. | 
would slowly insert a finger inside you. You would be whimpering, moaning, as | would be fingering you, brushing 
your prostate. | would then add a second, then a third, slowly stretching you." 


Pelle whimpered as he moved one of his hands down to his ass, and rubbed his finger against his hole. He 
wanted to try something different, other than just jacking himself off. He gently pushed his index finger inside, 
feeling the tight muscles clench around it. He mewled, at the feeling of being stretched by it. "Ngggh..V-Varg.." 


"You would want more. Begging for me, to fill you up with my cock. | would then unzip my pants, take off my 


boxers, and spread your legs open | lean above you, looking into your eyes, asking you if you really want this. 


Do you want it Pelle? Do you want my big, hard cock inside of you?" 


"Mmm..Y-yes..Varg..l need it.| need you inside of me." He was panting now, imagining what was about to happen 


next. 


“Alright” Varg was touching himself, imagining the sight of him and Pelle, having sex. "You wrap your legs 
around my waist, my hard member, rubbing against your opening. You rock your hips against me, wanting me 
to go in. You let out a small cry, as | slowly start to push in. I'm trying to be as gentle as | can be, because | 
don't want to hurt you. Your ass is so tight around me. | stop until | am fully inside of you. | wait for you, to 
adjust. You nod your head at me when you want me to move, and so | do. | go slow at first, trying not to hurt 
you. | start to move a bit faster after a while, and you moan very loudly, when my cock brushes against your 


prostate." 


"V-Varg.." Pelle whimpered, as he listened, and was fingering himself. His fingers brushed against the bundle of 
nerves inside of him. He bit down on his bottom lip, trying to silence the loud moan that dared to leave his 


mouth. "Ke-Keep going.Ngggh..D-don't stop." 


"| push faster, and harder into you, pushing against your prostate. | feel your ass clench tight around me, as | 
hit it with more force. | hold your hand, watching your face, seeing it contorted in pleasure. Flushed as tears 
and sweat run down it. | lean down to kiss you. | kiss you hungrily. Silencing those sweet moans and screams of 
yours. My other hand grabs your cock, and you moan as | jack you off. | thrust into you a few more times 
and you release, screaming my name. The look of pleasure, you screaming my name, and trembling beneath me, 


is enough to bring me to my own release." 


He was getting close now, very close, as he was saying all this to Pelle. He needed to cum. He wanted to hear 
Pelle screaming in pleasure, as he released. "Pelle.cum for me. | need to hear it. Itll be enough.:for me to be 


able to cum. Please." He was taking deep breaths now, panting. 


Pelle was getting close too. He kept hitting his prostate with his fingers, imagining that it was Varg's cock 
instead. He screamed as he finally came. He felt as though he was seeing stars. It was one of the best feelings 


he ever felt. "V-Varg..Ah-Ahhhl!! Varg!" 


Just hearing those lovely noises of pleasure, was enough to send Varg over the edge. "Pelle!" He imagined that 


he was releasing his cum into Pelle, filling him up. He moaned, as he came all over his hand and on the bed. 

He laid his head back against the pillow, relishing in the feeling of ecstasy that he was feeling. Pelle heard Varg 
panting on the other line. He whimpered as he took his fingers out of his ass hole. He had a lot of fun with 
Varg tonight. He couldn't wait to actually make love to him. 


He got up off of the bed, and went to go clean up. He really made quite a mess on the bed. After he was 
finished he laid back down, and picked up the phone. "Hello?" 


"How was that?" Varg asked. 


It was amazing. | loved it" Pelle said, smiling. "| can't wait until we actually try it" 

"I can't either. And | promise that you will enjoy your first time. I'll make sure that you do." 

| love you Varg." 

"I love you too Pelle. | wish you could be sleeping next to me tonight" 

"Me too. | need to feel your warm arms around me. | feel so cold without you here." 

"| know. Anyways, you better get to sleep love. You need to be ready for the concert coming up soon" 
"Alright. lIl be dreaming of you." Pelle smiled, as he was closing his eyes. 

"Goodnight" 

"Goodnight, my angel" After he said that, Varg hung up the phone. He would sleep better tonight, knowing that 


Pelle would be safe. He imagined that he was holding him in his arms, as he closed his eyes, and succumbed to 


sleep. 


Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

Most of what happens in this story is fictional. Like about Varg going back in time, and being in love with Per. | 
had to change some things up that happened in real life also. Anyways, if you don't like it, please don't leave 
any hate. Some good criticism is rice, but no hateful comments. | would appreciate it. Anyways, whoever reads 


this, | hope you enjoy it! : 


"Is this a dream? ls this reality? Am | really here?" 


| slowly open my eyes. The sky is dark, but the stars and the moon, they bring light in the darkness. Snow is 
falling, again. | lie in the white blanket covering the earth. The clothes | am wearing are not appropriate attire 
for this weather. Jeans, a light jacket, and t-shirt underneath stained with blood. | don't feel cold though. | don't 
feel anything. | could stay here forever. Here, in this beautiful night, under the pale moon. | hear wind. Its like a 
whisper, a song of sadness and loneliness. | slowly stand up. Blood falls on the snow, poisoning it, taking away all 
that is good. | move a hand up to my face. | feel wetness. | move it down to my throat, and also feel wetness. | 
look down at my wrist, and see scars that were left there. It seems that my wounds have not healed. It seems 
that even in death there is still blood. Its kind of funny actually, that my life was so supposed to be taken by 
my own hands, and yet.it was taken by him. The one who tortured, brought pain and sorrow into my worthless 
life everyday. | was going to end it all, in the cold season of winter. But, in the beginning, of spring, the time 
when all the flowers bloom and life is reborn, | died. But not by my own choice. | was raped, had something 
taken away from me that | held so dear to me. But it seems that | couldn't even protect that also. | fall to my 
knees, and | let out a loud, piercing scream into the endless night, knowing that no one will hear me. | cradle my 
head into my hands, and | feel the wetness, the blood, more blood falling from the top of my head. The last 
thing | remember before | died, a loud shot, but no pain, and that was when | woke up here. | lay back down in 


the snow, and close my eyes, trying to will away the memories that linger. 


Suddenly | hear footsteps behind me. | turn around, and | see a woman. Long, blonde hair, that falls down to her 
waist, wearing a white cloak, the hood of it hiding her face. She has her arm stretched out, wanting me to take 
her hand. | don't know what to do. | didn't expect that there would be someone else with me. "I've been waiting 
for you. Ever since you were born. | am the angel of death, and now it is your time. Come. I'll take you to 
another place in the afterlife.” | stare up at her. | don't know if | want to go with her or not. | am content 
here, here in the winter with the night sky and moon to wrap me in her embrace. But | decide to take her 
hand, and go with her. | suddenly feel like | am falling. She catches me, and wraps me up in her cloak. 
"Everything is over. You will feel no more pain. This is what you wished for from the very beginning. Death." | 
start to feel tired, as | hear her speaking to me. | see a pair of white wings, and | know that we are going to 
fly off into the night sky. | hear a wolf howling in the distance. The howling sounds sad, as if the wolf doesn't 


want me to leave. A tear slides down my cheek. 


We leave the ground. The snow falls around us. Before | close my eyes, | ask the angel a question. "What will 


happen to him? The person who took my life away from me?" The angel smiles. "He will get what is coming to 
him. | see fire, manipulating another human life. | see more blood, hatred for the one killed you. An old and 
weary person, and then more hatred.and hope. | don't see anything else after that, his future is blank to me 
after that. Nothing else." | nod my head. | have a feeling that he, the one who killed me, will suffer a horrible 
and painful death. | don't know who will kill him, but whoever it is must be close to him. For some strange 
reason | still hear the wolf howling. | try to forget its howling, and close my eyes. | let sleep overtake me, let 


death wrap me up in her embrace. 


"Night, you beautiful” 


Blue Eyed Angel 


He opened his eyes, again. When he opens them he sees that he is outside, and that it is daytime and not 
nighttime. He and Tracey were standing outside of Helvete. He is panting a bit, trying to catch his breath. 


‘| almost could have killed that asshole. | could have put an end to his life before going back in time again" 


Varg tells Tracey. 


"Even if you have killed him, before the crystal decided to take us back further, he would still be alive. You 


still need to stop him from hurting Pelle." Tracey explains to him. 


Varg knows that she is right. Him, killing Euronymous before everything, would not have changed things. He 
would still be alive and would still have the chance to hurt Pelle. But Varg, would make sure that he wouldn't 
lay a single hand on him ever again. He would make sure to save Pelle and never let Euronymous get the 
chance to violate him, and murder him. He would make sure to succeed and not fail, in trying to save him. He 
just hoped that he wouldn't screw up, for he knew that this was his only chance, and he wouldn't be able to 
live with himself if he failed. 


"Anyways, now we are where we want to be." Tracey says, snapping him out of his thoughts. "Are they coming 
to pick you up from here and take you to Krakstad, or do you have to take a taxi or something?" 


| remember them picking me up from here. | do believe they'll be here around 1:00 PM" 


"Well then, we have about thirty minutes until they get here, then you'll get to see your boyfriend again" She 
says this, winking at him. 


“Tracey...” 


"Varg, its clearly obvious. You're in love with Pelle. | can tell by the way you talk about him, defend him, and 


how much you care about him. Don't you dare deny that you feel for him." 


Varg knew, that she was also right about this. But he was also still in love with his wife, well not his wife or 
girlfriend, yet, in this present time. But he couldn't deny it. He, was in love with the vocalist. But he also knew 
that if he acted on his feelings, that he would be turned down. Because surely the Swede did not feel for him, 
because one, he barely even knew Varg, just like Varg barely knew him. And two, it was also not a possibility 
that Pelle was bisexual or gay for that matter. Varg, at least hoped that if the Swede did not return his 
feelings, that he would at least form a close friendship with him. 


"So, did you talk to him the first time you two met?" Tracey asked him. 


"I talked to him, but not very much. | spent more time with Euronymous then | did with Pelle and the rest of 
the band members of Mayhem. And whenever we were around each other, he talked very little or didn't talk 
at all. That, will have to change. I'll have to gain his trust, spend time, and talk to him more, if | want to save 


him. 


"So how are you going to do that? You know, save him." 


Varg thought for a moment. How was he going to save Pelle in the first place? It all seemed very easy at 
first, but now, it didn't. He knew that he had to come up with a plan and fast. For he only had one whole month 
and seven days before April 8th was here. 


| think that I'll tell him whats going to happen on that day. Let him know everything." 


"You do know that he'll think you're crazy, right?" 


"Yes, | know. But if | take him forwards in time, to that day, then | can show him what will happen and he'll 


believe me." 


| hope you know that that might not go over very well.| mean, taking him with you to show him what 
happens!? What if he has to experience it, before that day even comes? You'll end up traumatizing him, if 


there isn't another one of him, and then he'll be more of an emotional wreck than what he is now." 


"If | find out that he has to experience it when | take him to that event with me, then I'll try to return here.” 


"You remember what my grandmother said right? She said that that event will last for however long it is. So 
if you take him to that event, he'll end up getting hurt and he'll die, if he has to experience it himself, and not 
just be shown. So, if thats how it turns out when you do that, then you'll have failed in saving him." 


"Well, then thats a risk I'll just have to take." 


"Remember. you must be careful if you want to succeed in saving him." 


"| know. | will be." 


"Anyways, theres also something else that is different now too. You have someone else here with you, which is 


me. Do you want to introduce them to me as a cat or as a human?" 


"As a cat." 


“Alright. Well, since you're doing that, you need some cat stuff. Like litter, litter box, cat food, and whatnot." 


"Well, | remember that there is a pet store not too far from here." 


"Well then, we better go get the stuff before they get here.’ 


"IIl go, you wait here. | won't be long." 


"Alright. Well get going then, hurry.’ 


Varg then walks off to the nearest pet store to get cat stuff. 


About 20 minutes later, he returns, with everything that he needs for Tracey. He places it down in front her. 


Tracey sees the cat food, and tuna that Varg got for her. She looks at it with disgust. 


"I hope you know that I'm not eating that stuff" 


"Even the tuna?" 


"Yes, even the tuna | hate fish foods. And I'm also not using the litter box. We're just getting this stuff, so | 


seem like a normal cat." 


He shakes his head at her. "Okay, so if you don't eat the cat food then just throw it away that way no one 
suspects you or anything. Now. Come on Tracey, get in the pet carrier." He opens the pet carrier, waiting for 
her to go in it. 


She, just looks at him as if he is crazy. "I'm not going in that thing.’ 


"Come on now. Be a good kitty and get in" 


He sighs to himself. "Fine. If you don't go in, I'll just have to put you in there myself" He gets up and goes to 
grab her. 


"Don't you dare.." She hisses, and then swats at him. 


"Hey! That isn't very nice. Do you want me to declaw you?" 


"You're not putting me in that carrier." She says this, glaring at him. 


She swats at him again, but misses. He grabs her by the scruff of her neck, and goes to put her in the 


carrier. 


"Put me down!" She says, while struggling to get away from him. He doesn't listen to her, as he finally gets her 


in the carrier and locks it. He hears her, hissing and growling from inside, giving him an evil look. 


"You'll pay for this Varg." 


"Tracey, | can't have you roaming around in the car or on a leash. The others will think its weird" He reaches 
into his pocket and pulls a out a toy mouse that has a bell on its tail. "Here, play with Mr. Mousey." He puts it 
into the carrier with her. 


"Haha, very funny Varg" She rolls her eyes. 


Varg chuckles to himself. He is about to say something else, when he hears a horn honking, that is just down 


the street. 


"Well, looks like your boyfriend is here." 


Varg ignores her as he waits for the car to pull up. 


When it pulls up in front of them, Jorn and Oystein get out of the front seats. They both walk over to him. 
Varg sees that Jan is not with them. He figures that he must be back at the house or is busy. In the back 
seat, he sees him. Per Yngve Ohlin. He looks very tired, and also looks like he hasn't eaten in days. At this, Varg 
is very concerned for him. But he doesn't say nothing. "Ill have to get him to start eating more often. Also, | 
need to get him to stop hurting himself, and not commit suicide." He knows that even though, he didn't commit 
suicide on that day, he knows that the vocalist is still suicidal and he could still end up killing himself. Varg 
knows that he needs help and Varg will do his best, to make him better. 


Euronymous speaks to him. "Its been a while since we have seen each other. I'm still a bit pissed off that you 


couldn't make it to the party we had last year." 


Varg remembers the party. The party that he couldn't make it to. It was before they moved to Krakstad, 
when they still lived in Oslo. He remembers that Euronymous told him something that happened at the party. 
Something about Pelle, being drunk, slicing up his wrists, and ended up having Jorn and Oystein chase him 
outside. They had to handcuff him to a lamp post to stop him from running away and from hurting himself 
further. They had to call the police to get the handcuffs unlocked, because they didn't have the key. It was a 
very crazy night. 


"Yes, it has been a while. Do you need me to help get the stuff into the trunk?" 


Jorn, who is picking up Varg's suitcase and the cat stuff speaks up. "No, thats alright. Just pick up the cat 
carrier and put it in the back seat with you." 


"Whats with the cat anyways? You didn't say that you were bringing a cat with you." 


"Yeah.heh heh.| forgot to mention that." Varg laughs a little, at the situation If only they knew that this cat 


wasn't exactly a normal cat, but a witch, who could turn into a cat. 


"We'll be stopping somewhere to eat before we head back to Krakstad. Do you want anything to eat?" 


Euronymous asks him. 


"Thats alright. | had something to eat earlier, so | don't need anything." 


“Alright. Also, | would make sure to keep the cat away from Dead while you're staying with us. He'll try to kill 
it” 


Varg nods his head. He remembers when Euronymous told him about Pelle, he mentioned that he chased and 


tried to kill a cat. Luckily, the cat survived 


| hope you know | was that cat that he tried to kill" He hears Tracey, speaking to him. 


He looks at her with surprise. In her human form, she looked to be in her early twenties, and this incident 
happened in 1989, so Tracey would still have been just a kid or not even born yet. "Tracey..how old are you..?" 


"We'll talk about that later. Now, get in the car with your boyfriend. He is waiting for you." 


Vargs nods his head. He opens the door, to the back seat of the car, and sits in the middle, with Tracey near 
the window. He turns to look at Pelle, who seems to be in his own fantasy world, staring out the window, his 
hair hiding his face. Varg takes in how he looks. 


The Swede, is wearing jeans, tennis shoes, a battle jacket with a black sweat shirt underneath it. Varg thinks 
that he looks beautiful. His pale skin, that he wants to touch. His soft, long hair that he would love to run his 
hands through. His eyes that he could get lost in. His soft lips that he would love to kiss right now. But, he 
must hold himself back. He can't have the others, especially Pelle think that he is crazy or hate him because 
of what he feels for Swede. He doesn't know how the others, how Pelle will react to them. He hopes that if he 
does confess his feelings to Pelle, that he will return them and won't reject him, or won't hate him if he 
doesn't return them. 


Varg also notes how skinny he is. He was very thin, in an unhealthy way. Varg knew that he probably had 
starve wounds from not eating so much. He looked down at his arms. He knew that Pelle must have a lot of 
scars on his arms. He just couldn't see them because they were covered up by the sleeves of his shirt. Varg 
really hoped that he could help him. He knew that it would be hard, for he knew that the vocalist was so intent 
on hurting and killing himself. He knew that he wanted to die. Varg would make sure that Pelle would get better. 
That he would not get hurt anymore. 


A slight blush went to his cheeks. He shouldn't keep staring at the Swede so much, but.he couldn't help it. He 


was just so captivating to him. 


Pelle, who noticed that Varg was looking at him, turned to him. "What?" His asked, slighty annoyed. 


Varg shook his head. "Nothing. Just, getting lost in my own thoughts." "I shouldn't have been staring at him so 


much. Damn it Varg, control yourself. Now is not the time to be acting like some lovesick teenager." 


"Well, if you don't mind, try not to stare at me so much." 


“Alright. l'm sorry." 


"Whatever." Pelle said, looking out the window again. 


"Screwing up already, aren't we Romeo?" 


"Shut up Tracey." She just meowed back at him. 


He heard Oystein, and Jorn get back in the car. Euronymous, turned to them. "We're going to Mcdonalds, is 
that alright?" 


Varg nodded his head. He didn't know why Oystein was asking him that, because he did tell him that he wasn't 
getting anything to eat. He turned to look at Pelle, and thought that he must at least be hungry, especially 


from starving himself so much. "What about Pelle?" 


"What about him?" Euronymous asks, confused. 


"I'm sure that he must be hungry. Why don't you ask him if he wants anything to eat?" 


Euronymous shakes his head, laughing at him a little. "Are you kidding me? He would rather starve himself 
than eat anything. And why are you so worried about him eating?" 


"Well, its just that he looks so.thin.and | figured that he must be starving." 


Pelle, turns to look him with a scowl on his face. If looks could kill, Varg would surely be dead. 


Jorn, who is listening to the conversation, speaks up. "We have tried giving him food to eat, but he barely ever 
eats it or doesn't at all. Euronymous, sit back down, and put your seat belt on" Euronymous does as he is told, 


and Jorn starts up the car. They start heading to the nearest Mcdonalds. 


Varg decides that, now is the right time to speak to Pelle again. "So, you're the new vocalist for Mayhem?" 


"Mhmm.." 


"So, how do you like being in the band? Are the rest of the guys good to you?" 


"Its fine." 


"I heard that you're from Sweden. Do you ever miss your home country? Your friends, family?" 


"Sometimes... 


Varg seems to be getting nowhere with him. He isn’t really saying much. "This is harder than | thought? How | 
am supposed to earn his trust, save him, if he doesn't really talk to me? Well at least this is a start.but | 
need him to open up to me more." Varg thinks for a moment, wondering what he should say next to the 
vocalist. Pelle seems to be very distrustful of Varg. Probably because he knows that he is close friends with 
Oystein, and Varg knows him and Oystein hate each other and say nasty things to each other. But Varg 
remembers that it was Oystein who started the fights between him and Pelle, and not Pelle himself. He 
wonders why Oystein hated Pelle so much. Who could ever hate someone so amazing and so beautiful, and so 


talented at what they do. Pelle never did anything wrong, and yet Oystein picks on him almost everyday. 


Varg tries to keep the conversation going on with Pelle. "So, um.Euronymous, the guys, told me about you. 
They told me that you're obsessed with death, that you like to bury your clothes to get that corpse like 
smell, and that you carry around a dead bird." 


Varg knew about what Pelle did. He does think it is weird and a bit crazy, but knowing these things doesn't 


change his feelings for the vocalist. 


Pelle, doesn't answer back, but grumbles quietly. 


Varg continues speaking. "They also told me about what happened at the party. Is it true, that you cut 
yourself and that they had to handcuff you to a lamppost?" 


Pelle turns his head, and snaps at him. "Listen, | don't care that you think l'm crazy, alright?" 


Varg is a bit taken aback by this. "Hey.| didn't mean anything by it." 


Pelle, doesn't seem to hear him. "I don't care that you think I'm a freak or crazy for doing those things. | love 


doing what | do. Just because people think l'm weird for it, it doesn't mean I'm going to stop." 


"| didn't mean to offend you or anything.” 


"Just leave me alone and don't talk to me anymore." After this, Pelle turns his head, looking back out the 
window. Varg can tell that he is not happy. 


He groans. Knowing that he is screwing up his chance of ever forming some kind of relationship with the Swede. 


"Way to go Romeo. You just made him hate you." 


"He doesn't hate me. He just doesn't know me very well, and is still very distrustful of me." 


"Well, you better find a way to get Juliet to fall in love with you." 


"He is not a woman Tracey." 


"Whatever. You just better find a way to make it up to him or else you won't be able to save him." 


He hears Jorn speaking. "Alright, we're here. At Mcdonalds. You sure you don't want anything to eat Varg?" 


‘Im fine." He says this, with a small smile. 


"Well, if you say so. Come on Oystein, lets go." 


"Alright. And Varg.." 


"What?" 


"Try not to bother Pelle so much. Hes a little.sensitive.." He says, chuckling a bit. Pelle, glares at him. 


"Maybe you should be the one to leave him alone Euronymous." Varg thinks to himself, a little angry at what 


Euronymous said. 


He then turns to Pelle, who is still looking out the window, and has an angry look on his face. He then turns to 
Tracey. "What should | do Tracey? Hes mad at me." Varg says to her, with a hopeless look on his face. He 
doesn't know what to do. He feels himself sweating a bit. He is nervous, in this awkward situation, alone with 
Pelle in the car, neither of them speaking a word. 

"Well, maybe you should apologize." 

"For what? | didn't do anything.’ 

"For whatever you said that made him upset. | don't know if it will help or not, but its worth a shot" 


He turns back to Pelle. "I hope this works." He takes a deep breath, and starts to speak again. "Listen.um..'m 


sorry..." 


"What?" Pelle looks at him, confused. 


Varg can't stand this. Pelle, staring at him, with those eyes, that seemed to have lost that spark in them. 


Those eyes that were once filled with so much emotion in them and now, look like they were only filled with 


sorrow. 


He musters up the courage to speak again. "I'm sorry for what | said.about what you do. Look, | don't think 
you're crazy, a freak, for doing that stuff. | know others may think that you are, but to me..you seem like a 
very interesting and fascinating person" He says this to Pelle, smiling at him. 


Pelle doesn't say anything. Neither of them do for a couple of minutes. The silence is very uncomfortable for 
Varg. He sits there, playing with a loose string on his shirt, looking at anything but Pelle. 


"Do you..really mean it?" Pelle asks him. His hair is hiding his face again. Varg wishes to move it, so he can look 


into those beautiful eyes. 


"Yes. | do. | do mean it. | didn't mean to offend you, | just want to get know you more." He says, while still 
smiling back at Pelle. 


A small smile forms on Pelle's lips. Varg cheers inside his mind, happy with himself that he has finally made 


Pelle smile. He then speaks up again, willing to do more for this beautiful creature beside him. 


"Hey, | know that you might not want me to, but | think | should get you some food." 


"No. Thats alright. | don't need anything to eat” 


"Come on. You must be starving. I'll pay for it, and you won't owe me anything.” 


"You don't have to. Its fine." 


"Well, l'm going to anyways. Besides, you need some meat on those bones." He ignores Pelle's protests as he 
gets out of the car and heads inside the restaurant. He sees Necrobutcher (Jorn), and Euronymous, still 


waiting for their order. Jorn turns to Varg when he sees him. 


| thought you weren't getting anything..?" 


‘lm not getting anything for myself. Its for Pelle." 


Jorn and Oystein both give him confused looks. "They must think I'm crazy for buying Pelle food" He ignores 


their looks, as he orders a cheeseburger, with some fries. 


It doesn't take long for his order to be ready. He picks it up and turns to the others. "Well, come on. Lets go." 


He starts walking towards the restaurant. 


Euronymous speaks. "Hes not going to eat that you know?" 


"Well, hes going to anyways, or else I'll force this food down his throat." 


They get back to the car, and they get inside it. Varg hands Pelle the food. "Here. | hope that you'll like it." 


Pelle looks inside the bag that the food is in He looks back up at Varg. "Thank you.." He says, his words coming 


out as a whisper. 


Varg smiles at him. "You're welcome." 


He smiles back at him. Varg felt his heart flutter, when he sees that Pelle is smiling at him again 


Tracey, who is still in the pet carrier, rolls her eyes. "Get a room you Two." 


"Shut up, Tracey." 


Jorn starts up the car. "Alright, now we're off to Krakstad. 


Come Fly With Me, My Fallen Angel 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry if this chapter isn't so good. Had some sort of writers block P Anyways, enjoy! :) 


They stood in the apartment, Vargs apartment. The one that he was living in during the years 1992-1993. There 
were pictures, posters, other decorations on the walls. A small couch, coffee table, book shelf, in the lounge 
room, and the kitchen. Vargs bedroom, and the bathroom on the other side of it. There were also weapons 
around the house. A rifle, a sword, and few couple of knives in the room that they were in 

"Don't even think about hurting yourself with one of my knives." Varg said. 

| won't. I'm not going to hurt myself. If | was going to do that | would use my own knife." Pelle said 

Varg looked at him, as if he was crazy. "Do not, | repeat, do not joke around like that at all” He said, sternly. 


"I was only joking around." 


"Well, | don't like it when you do that. Can you please not say words like that again?" 


‘Okay, I'm sorry." Pelle said, lowering his head. 


Varg went up to him. "Pelle, look at me." He lifted his head up, so that he could look at him. "I'm not mad at 
you for speaking like that. | know that you joke around in a very dark and morbid way. But right now, | ask you 


to refrain from doing it, especially when I'm trying to save you, okay?" 

‘Okay. | will tone it down, just a little bit" 

“Alright. Good" He said, messing up his hair a little. "Anyways, | better go get what | came here for." 

"One of your knives?" 

"Well, yes. But | also wanted to get something else too. | don't know if I'll use it though, but | might." He went to 
his room, to go get what it was that he came here for. Pelle sat down on the couch, and waited for him. It 
wasn't long until Varg came back out, wearing a strange looking outfit. He was wearing some armor over his 
clothes and was holding a spiked club in his hand. 


"Whats that for?" 


"What? This?" Varg asked, looking at the club. "Something | can use to hit Euronymous over the head with and 
make him bleed" He said, laughing. 


"No, not that. The armor." 


"Oh. Yeah..heh heh..Well, | guess | just want to look intimidating when | try to attack Euronymous on April 8th. | 
must look very weird right now to you though." 


‘Mmm..Yeah, you do." Pelle said, lying to him. He didn't want to admit it, but he thought that Varg actually 


looked..very hot..amazing looking right now in that outfit. He cheeks felt warm, from just staring at him. 
Varg noticed how much he was staring at him, and also that Pelle's cheeks were red. "Are you blushing?" 


Pelle shook his head. He must have looked liked some lovesick teenager, drooling over him. "N-no.l'm not.l'm 


not..blus-blushing.." He said, his voice stuttering a bit, betraying him. 


"Yes, you are." Varg said, coming up to him, and sitting down on the couch with him, very close to him. He 


placed his arm around Pelle's shoulders and rested his other hand on Pelle's leg. 
‘Va-Vargl? What are you doing!?" He asked, nervous now, his cheeks blushing an even darker red. 
"Pelle.| need to ask you something.Do you like me?" 

"N-Nol | don't! 

'Hmm.I get the feeling that you do." He said, smirking. His hand trailing up Pelle's thigh. 


Pelle, who gave a loud yelp, when he felt Varg's hand moving upwards, pushed him away and moved to the 
other end of the couch. Trying to stay far away from Varg. He didn't want to admit his feelings for him. He 
was still afraid that Varg would hate him, and thought that right now, he was only playing around, messing 
him. "Lets talk about something else, okay? So what things were you doing during this time of your life?" He 
asked, trying to change the subject. 


Varg sighed to himself. He figured he might as well tell Pelle what went on during this time of his life. "Well, 
sometime after you were murdered, Euronymous called and asked me to come over to his place, to meet up 
with him and the rest of the guys. At this time, Jorn left the band, and they also had a new vocalist. 
Euronymous told me Mayhem needed a bass player so | agreed to become a member of the band for a short 
time. | also recorded albums for my band Burzum at the time too. | also burned down churches too. The 
Christian community at that time, behaved in a very bad way, so most people in the Black metal scene, decided 
we would get our revenge. They destroyed old, ancient sites, and so we decided we would destroy theirs. Now 
that | look back at what | have done, | regret doing those things. | should have not gotten involved with the 


church burnings." 


"What about when you killed Euronymous? What was the reason behind that?" 


"Well, | found out that Euronymous had planned on murdering me too. He wanted to tie me up, take me to the 
woods, torture me, and make a snuff film while doing it. Other people have said it was a dispute over Burzum 
records, and what not. But it was in self defense. Nobody really believed me though, and | was sentenced to 
prison for 2l years, for the murder of Euronymous, and arson of the church burnings. | have written several 
books during my lifetime, and done many other things. But | don't want to talk about that right now." He then, 
started scooting closer to Pelle, who was sitting cross legged on the couch. He placed both of his hands on his 
knees, and brought his face close to his. "| want you to tell me the truth. Do you like me, Pelle?" He asked this, 
staring into the Swedes blue eyes. 


Pelle was about to speak, but then they both heard a loud knocking sound at the door. A familiar voice spoke, 
from outside the apartment. "Hey. Varg its me! Open the door. | wanted to do some rehearsals with you." 


Pelle, when he heard Oystein's voice, got scared, and hid his face in Varg's chest. "Fuck.he's here. Why didn't 


you tell me he was going to come here?" He said, his voice a low whisper. 


"Shit! | forgot that he was going to be coming here today. | need to hide you and fast." He looked around the 
room they were in, looking for some place where Pelle could hide. He saw a large cabinet. "Come on" He 
grabbed Pelle's hand, and brought him over to it. He opened the doors to the cabinet, and motioned for Pelle to 
get in. "You'll be able to fit in here. Get in, and don't make a sound." 


Another knock was heard, as Pelle got inside of the cabinet. "Varg! Whats taking you so long!?" 
"Varg, I'm scared.What if he notices that I'm here?" 


"As long as you stay inside here, and don't make a sound then he won't. | promise you, that | won't let any 
harm come to you." He must have been feeling brave, because after he said those words, he kissed the top of 
Pelle's head. Pelle, who was taken by surprise when he did this, was starting to blush again. "Why did he just 
kiss me? Does he really have feelings for me?" He was about to ask Varg why he did it, but the man started 
speaking again. "Now | promise that this won't be long. As soon as I'm finished with him we can leave." Pelle 


nodded his head as Varg closed the door. 

Varg turned around and headed to the door of the apartment. He unlocked it, opened it, and he saw 
Euronymous standing outside of his apartment. "What took you so long? What were you doing? Jacking off in 
here?" 

"| was just getting dressed is all." 

"Yeah, it looks like it. Though why did you put that on? The photo shoot is not for a couple of days." 


"Just wanted to make sure that it fits.” 


"Mhmm. Sure." 


"So you wanted to some rehearsals?" 


"Yeah. But thats not the only reason why | came here. | also wanted to talk, rant to you about some shit thats 
been going on the past few days." 


"And what would that be?" 
"Well, you remember last year when Dead committed suicide right?" 


"Oh. Yeah, | remember you told me about that." Varg said, his voice trailing off. 
"Well, you see its like his fucking ghost has been haunting me. The fucking lights in my house were flickering 
last night, some very strange sounds were being made, and I've been having these weird dreams about him." 


"What are they about?" 


"Well, | would be lying on my bed, just thinking about stuff, and | would see him standing above me. His head 
with his brains falling out of it, his wrists and his throat bleeding. He would have a knife in his hands and said 
that he would kill me. | don't know, its fucking freaking me out." 


"Well good. Thats what you get for hurting him you bastard!" Shit, thats fucking crazy." 


"I know. The fucker is supposed to be dead, and yet, its like he's still around You know? | need something to 


drink. You got anything?" 


“Sure. Hold on. I'll be right back" He went to the kitchen to go get a bottle of vodka, and pour some into a glass 


cup. 


Pelle, creaked open the door of the cabinet, and stared at Euronymous sitting on the couch. "How come 
everywhere | go you must be there? Why can't | ever get away from you?" He thought to himself, hating this 
asshole even more now. Euronymous, who thought that he had heard something, turned to where Pelle was at. 
Pelle let out a small, quiet gasp, when he saw him looking his way. He took a step back more into the cabinet, 


and hoped that Euronymous wouldn't see him. 
Euronymous looked at the cabinet with a confused expression on his face. He thought that he heard someone 
moving in there. Varg, who was finished making him his drink, came back into the lounge room, and handed it to 


him. "Hey, do you have some chick in there or something?" 


"Fuck.he wasn't supposed to notice Pelle. | have to make up something so that Euronymous won't know that its 


him in there." 
"Umm..Yeah.! do.." He said this, laughing. 


"Well, why is she hiding in there?" 


"Well, you see she was naked when you got here. Her clothes are in my room, so she figured that she didn't 
have enough time to put them on, and went to go hide in there. She's pretty shy and doesn't want you to see 
like that." 

"Is she hot? Have you fucked her yet?" 

"That really isn't none of your business Oystein" 

"Well, you could at least tell me if she is cute or not" 

"Alright. She has light, blonde hair, skinny, pale skin, and light blue eyes." 


"Hmm.Funny..she sounds like someone who | know." 


"| guess." "Shit | should have not described this imaginary chick as Pelle. Varg, now is not the time to be acting 
stupid." 


Euronymous stood up from where he was sitting and started walking over to the cabinet. "What are you 


doing?" Varg asked him. "I just want to see this chick for myself” 

| don't think thats a good idea Oystein. She won't be very happy if you see her naked." 

"Euronymous, please. Don't open that cabinet" 

"Varg. Calm down l'm sure that she won't mind" He started to open the door to the cabinet. 

"Euronymous, please no." Varg was trying to stop him, but it was too late. He had already opened the doors, 
and he had seen who it really was inside. "What the fuck!? What is going onl?" He stared down, in shock at the 
young Swede who was staring right back at him, his full of horror. 

"How can this be? You're supposed to be dead! You can't be alive! This is impossible!" 

"Pelle, get away from him! Hurry!" Varg yelled to Pelle, holding out his hand for him to grab. 

Pelle immediately got up from where he was sitting, and started running over to Varg. He didn't get far 
because Euronymous grabbed him by his arm and pulled him to his chest. He picked up a knife from the table 


and put it to his throat. "You're not going anywhere you little shit!" 


Varg, who saw that Pelle was in danger, moved fast and picked up his rifle. He aimed it at Euronymous. "Let 


him go Euronymous! Now! Or | swear that I'll fucking blow your brains out!" 


"Varg, what are you doing? Help me kill this fucker!" 


"| said let him go!" 
Euronymous, who was also scared for his life, let Pelle go. Pelle ran over to Varg and got behind him. 
"Varg, what the fuck is wrong with youl Why are you defending this freak!" 


"Because Euronymous, | know what you did to him. | know that you raped and murdered him. | came back here 


to save him. | won't let you hurt him ever again!" 
"You're fucking crazy." 
Pelle whispered into Varg's ear. "Varg, kill him. Kill him now. Make him suffer. Make him pay for what he did" 


"Don't listen to him. | am your friend Varg. This fucker is trying to turn you against me. Come on Varg. We'll 
kill him together." 


Varg raised his rifle at Euronymous head, and looked into eyes. "Euronymous. Burn in Hell you son of a bitchll" 


He then pulled trigger and shot the man who hated. 


| Don't Want You to Go. Please Stay 


They were lying in bed. Neither of them couldn't sleep. Tomorrow morning, Pelle, and the rest of band 
members would be leaving to go on tour. They were going to take a plane to Bergen, which is pretty far from 


Oslo. They would be touring all over Norway. The last place where they would be at was Oslo. 


Varg held Pelle close to him, trying to get him to go to sleep. The band was going to leave at 5:00 am in 
morning, and they had to be at the airport at 6:00 am. The flight would leave at around 1:00 am. 


"Come on, love. Its almost midnight, and you need to go to sleep.” 

"| can't sleep." 

"But you at least have to try." 

"| don't want to leave you Varg." Pelle whispered, holding onto Varg's hand. "I'm afraid of being without you." 

"I know you are." Varg said, kissing him. "But we'll still be able to keep in touch though. At least you have the 
phone | gave to you." Varg had gone forwards in time, and brought two cellphones back. Him and Pelle would 
use them to text, and send pictures to each other while he was touring with Mayhem. 

"I know. But it won't be the same. | won't be able to feel your arms around me..or kiss you." He said this, with 
a small frown on his face. He turned around in Varg's arms and kissed him, slowly. "I'm going to miss you. So, 
so much." 

‘Ill miss you too. But the tour will over soon before you know it. Now, come on. Try and get some sleep, okay?" 
"Ill try To." 


"Good. Goodnight Pelle. | love you." 


"| love you too, Varg." Pelle whispered, closing his eyes, hoping that this night would never end. 


It was about 5:00 am, when Varg heard the knock on the door. He heard Jorn's voice from outside the room. 


"Varg, Pelle. Its time to wake up you two. We're heading to the airport soon" 


Varg responded back to him. “Alright. We'll be ready in a few minutes." When Jorn left, he shook Pelle's 
shoulder, who was still half asleep beside him. "Pelle, its time to wake up." 


Pelle just snuggled more into him, and held onto him tighter. "I don't want to wake up..." 


Varg kissed his forehead. "I know love, but we have to get up." 


"Alright" Pelle sat up on the bed. Varg got up and went to go get him a glass of water. When he got back he 
handed the glass to him. 


"Thanks 

"You're welcome." Varg sat down on the bed, picked up the brush on the nightstand, and brushed Pelle's hair. 
"| don't want to go! 

"| know. | wish you could stay’ 


Pelle turned around. "Lets run away Varg. Lets leave this place and get the fuck out of here. Fuck this tour. | 
don't need to go." 


"Pelle, | would love to but..we can't. We don't have enough money, and we don't know where to go." 
"We could go to Sweden" 
"We don't have enough money for two plane tickets.” 


Tears were welling in Pelle's eyes. He wrapped his arms around Varg, crying into his chest. "| don't want to 


leave you" 

"Itll be okay. You'll be alright. Come on, lets get your clothes on’ 

He helped Pelle get dressed. The Swede was so tired, he felt like he could barely move or keep his eyes open 
After they were both dressed they headed downstairs. They went to the kitchen and saw Jorn sitting at the 
table. "The others are in the car waiting. Would you two like something to eat before we go?" 

"Im not hungry right now. What about you Pelle?" Pelle shook his head 

"No. | feel a bit sick right now. Lets just get to the car" 

"Alright. You go to the car love. | need to talk to Jorn for a few minutes. 

Pelle nodded his head, and left to go outside 


"So what did you need to talk about Varg?" 


"| need to ask you to do a little favor for me." 


"What is it?" 


"While you guys are on tour, could you and Jan keep an eye on Pelle? Make sure he doesn’t get hurt or cause 


any harm to himself?" 
"We can try to do that. We'll make sure no harm comes to your boyfriend” 
"Good. And try to keep Euronymous away from him. | don't want him to try and hurt Pelle." 


"Don't worry. We will. Anyways, we better head to the car now. Besides, Euronymous is complaining about why 
its taking you guys so long." 


After they were both finished talking, they headed out to the car. Varg sat in the back seat with Pelle, and 
Jan. Pelle held his hand. Even though he wanted to snuggle into Varg, and kiss him, he couldn't because 
Euronymous was in the passenger seat, in the front. Jorn started up the car and they were on their way to 
the airport. 

It was a quiet ride, despite Euronymous complaining the whole way, about how they would almost be late, and 
Jorn telling him not to worry. Varg wondered how he ever became friends with this man in the first place. 


Because it seemed that all he ever did was complain about every little thing and use people also. 


They made it to the airport at around 615. They had about an hour at least before their flight would leave. 
The others went to go their flight gate while Varg and Pelle stayed behind. 


Varg held onto Pelle, never wanting to let him go. They kissed slowly, each of them just wanting to stay with 
the other. 


"I'm going to miss you so much, my angel." Varg whispered into Pelle's ear. 
Ill miss you too. Make sure to call me later.” 
"What time do you think you'll be in Bergen?" 


"We should be there at least in a few hours or so. And we'll be staying at a motel there. Call me in about at 


least two hours." 
"Alright, I'll make sure to. Anyways, you better get going. Don't want to you miss your flight” 


"| think | would rather miss it" Pelle picked up his suitcase, and gave Varg one last kiss before he started 


walking away. 


Varg waved to him. "Goodbye, my star." 


Pelle waved back to him. "Goodbye, my moon" 


Varg watched as Pelle walked away until he was out of sight. He then walked back outside and headed to the 
car. When he got in he drove away from the airport. He hoped that Pelle would be alright on the plane. He told 
Varg that he hated flying and would rather have took a train to Bergen 


He drove for about at least thirty minutes on the highway, on the way back to Krakstad. He had to stop the 
car, because his eyes were welling up with tears, and he couldn't see what was in front of him. He sat there in 
the front seat, crying. He couldn't take the pain. The most important person in his life right now, was far away 
from him. He couldn't hold him, kiss him, touch him, and wipe away his tears when he was upset. He wouldn't 
be able to make sure that he was safe. He just hoped that Jan and Jorn, would make sure no harm came to 
him. 


He wiped at his eyes. He felt very tired. He needed to rest for a little bit, before he could continue driving. He 


didn't want to get into a car crash. 


| need to sleep. Maybe that will help me feel better." 


Out in the Open 


Author's Notes: 
So chapter 13 :) Also, one of my favorite book series gets mentioned in this chapter. Lord of the Rings <3 
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He sat in the chair, crossing his legs, with a book in his hands. Varg had just started working here, at the 
library, two days ago. Pelle went with him every time. He would sit there alone, reading books. So far he had 
read about three of them, and was on his fourth. Right now, he was reading the last book, in the trilogy of 
the Lord of the Rings. He had read the Hobbit and the first two books in the series. He was in the middle of 
the last book. They were quite interesting and very good. JRR. Tolkien was a good author. He was very quiet 
and didn't disturb anyone while Varg was working. 


He looked from the book he was reading, and waved to Varg who was stacking bookshelves. That was his job 
here. To stack bookshelves. Varg didn't know what to expect his paycheck to be, but it didn't really matter to 
him right now. All that mattered to him was saving Pelle. He saw him waving to him and waved back. He had 


about thirty minutes left until he was done for the day. He worked from 10:00 am in the morning, till 5 in the 


afternoon. 


After thirty minutes or so went by, Varg was finished. Him and Pelle, were outside, heading towards his car. 
They weren't going back to Krakstad just yet. They would spend a bit of time in Oslo before heading back to 
Krakstad. 


Varg took Pelle to the nearest restaurant to get them both something to eat. He called up Jorn on a payphone 
and told him that he didn't need to cook dinner for the both of them, except him himself, Jan, and Oystein. 

The dinner was rice. They enjoyed the food. Varg was glad to see thot Pelle was eating more. They were leaving 
the restaurant when he mentioned it Pelle. "I'm glad that you're not starving yourself anymore." Varg told Pelle. 


"| am too. I'm starting to get better, and | haven't felt the need to hurt myself in the past few days." 


"That is good. I'm proud of you." Varg said, kissing him on the top of his head. "Do you want to head to the 
park before we head back?" 


"Sure. That sounds nice.” Pelle said, smiling. 
They walked to the park, which wasn't too far away from the restaurant they were at. They walked around 
for a bit, holding each others hand. There was still some snow on the ground, that was melting, a pond that 


was still frozen over, and a small bridge. They stood on it, looking out over the pond, and the trees. 


Varg pulled Pelle close to him. Holding him, to keep him warm. They kissed again They smiled as they kissed. 


Each relishing this moment that they had with each other, as if it were their last. They stopped after a little 
while. Pelle was the first to speak after their wonderful kiss. 


"I'm going to miss you while I'm away." 
‘lm going to miss you too. | don't know what l'm going to do without you." 
"Same. | wish | could stay." 


"I wish you could too." Varg didn't want Pelle to leave, and Pelle didn't want to leave. Each of them wanted to 
stay with the other. Varg was afraid that Euronymous would try to hurt him while on tour. He hoped that he 
would be alright. 


"| don't want to leave you Varg..its going to be so hard being so far away from you." 
‘lm just worried that Euronymous will try to hurt you. | won't be there to protect you." 
"lll be alright." 


"You better be or | will kill him. Come on, lets go home. Lets not worry about that for now. You're leaving next 


week, so you still have a few more days to spend time with me." He said smiling at him. 


Pelle smiled back at him, trying not to think of what it will be like without Varg by his side. 


About an hour later, they made it back to the house. No one else wasn't home. The house was empty. It was 
just him and Pelle. Varg went to go sit on the couch, while Pelle went to go pick out a movie for them to 
watch. 


"So what do you want to watch?" 


Varg shrugged his shoulders. He wasn't really in the mood to watch a movie, right now he was more in the 


mood to do other things. "You know, we have the whole house to ourselves right now. How about we make the 


best of it before the others get back?" 


Pelle at hearing that, turned around and jumped on top of Varg, kissing him hungrily. Varg wrapped his one 
hand around his neck, and the other ran down back The kiss was long, hot, and full of a burning hunger. He ran 
his hand down the back of Pelle's jeans and started rubbing his small, smooth ass. It sent a few shivers down 
his spine. He grinded down against Varg, rubbing against him like a cat in heat. 


Varg flipped them over. He told Pelle to take off of his shirt, as he did the same. They were both half naked. 
They both ran their hands down each others chests. Varg left some more marks on Pelle's neck, as Pelle 


moaned in pleasure enjoying the way Varg was touching him. 


They were both so enticed in each other, that they didn't hear the door open. Varg was almost about to take 


off Pelle's jeans when he heard someone yell. 
"What the fuck is going herel?" 


They looked up to see Jorn, and Jan standing above them with shocked looks on their faces. They pulled away 
from each other, and tried to get their shirts on. 


"Jorn, Jan.didn't expect you guys to come home so early." Varg was now nervous, worried, that they would go 


back and tell Euronymous about what they saw. Then both him and Pelle would be in deep trouble. 


"We didn't expect to see you two making out with each other. On the couch." Jan said. 
"Would you guys care to explain what the fuck is going on herel?" 


Varg looked to Pelle. They both knew that they had to tell them. Varg would tell them everything. Everything. 


"Well you see, it happened a few days ago. As you can see, me and Pelle are together. We're in a relationship." 
He said, as he was holding Pelle's hand. 


"If you guys hate us now then thats fine. I'll quit the band, and me and Varg will just leave." 

Jorn spoke up. "Pelle, Varg..we don't hate you because you two are gay. If you have feelings for each other, 
then thats fine with the both of us. We're happy for you two, actually. But, try not to be too open about it. | 
don't think Euronymous will be very pleased to find out about this.” 

"Alright. Theres also something else that we wanted to tell you." 


"What is it?" 


"How should | explain this..well..you see Euronymous is planning on doing something horrible to Pelle. He wants to 


murder him. He is also planning on raping him." 

This also came as a shock to Jan and Jorn They didn't believe it. 

"You're joking right?" 

"| wish | was..but l'm not. You see | came back here to save Pelle. I'm from the future." 

"Okay, we know you're messing with us now. Stop joking Varg! Its not funny!" Jan said. 

"But its true. How can | get you to believe me." He heard a meow from the kitchen. He thought of something 


that would help. He went to the kitchen to go get Tracey. He picked her up and carried her back to the lounge 


room. 


‘Varg.what are you doing?" She asked. 
"You're going to show Jorn and Jan what you really are. 
‘Varg.tm not someone that performs tricks for people, you know" 
"Well today you are" 

He placed her down on the floor. "Okay Tracey, show them: 

"Well here goes nothing, Hopefully they don't have a heart attack" 


Before Jorn and Jan's eyes, she changed from a cat into a human. They both stared at her in shock, not 


believing what they just saw. 

"Whats going on.this is impossible!" 

"Theres no way this can be happening." 

"Do you guys believe me now?" 

Jan turned to him. "Well, now we do. Did she send you back in time?" 


"No. | used this." He pulled out the crystal and showed it to the both of them. "This is how | got back here. 
Why don't you two talk to Tracey. She'll explain everything to you." He grabbed Pelle's hand and led him outside. 


When they were out, they both started laughing. The whole situation was quite amusing. Neither had expected 
that they would have to explain everything to anyone. But now they're relationship and Varg going back in time 
to save Pelle was out in the open 


After a few minutes of laughing, they stopped. Pelle spoke. "You don't think they'll tell Euronymous do you?" 


"No, | don't think so. They'll know better than to tell that jerk anything. Anyways, at least we have more help 


on our side." 


Pelle nodded his head. He leaned it onto Varg's shoulder. He didn't have a care in the world right now. He wasn't 
worried about the tour or anything. Everything was just perfect, and that was the he wanted it to be, 


forever. 


Jorn walked outside, and saw standing there, holding each other. "Heh..you two make a cute couple. Oh, | have 


two things to let you guys know.’ 


"What is it?" Pelle asked. 


"Please, if you two are going to make out, do it on your guys bed. Please. And try not to be too loud also." 
"Don't worry. We'll make sure to be quiet" Varg said, smiling at Pelle. Pelle smiled back at him. 


"Also, you two are wearing each other's shirts. Looks like you guys were in too much of a rush to realize that 


you were putting on the wrong shirts." 


They both looked down. Varg was wearing Pelle's "I love Transylvania" shirt, and Pelle was wearing Varg's 


Bathory shirt. 


A New Home and a Potion that Does Strange things to 
You 


Author's Notes: 

So, chapter 23 is finally here everyone! This is also where things might start to get.well, a little weird. Im 
pretty sure you can guess what it is. Well, | hope that everybody likes my little idea ;) Hope its not too weird 
for you lol. If not then you don't have to continue reading. Anyways, hope everyone enjoys this chapter! :) 


A few weeks passed, after Pelle and Varg got married. During this time, they spent most of their days 
together. Going out on dates, like to dinner, to see a movie, or just a nice walk to the park. Sometimes, they 
would take a walk to a cemetery, due to Pelle wanting to go one. They helped Jorn and Jan with bringing food in 
the house. Tracey would also try to help out around the house, like with cleaning. Everything was going great 
for everyone, ever since they got rid of Euronymous. 

Jorn and Jan loved having Pelle and Varg around, but they were getting a bit tired of them. Due to the 
constant noise from their room almost every night. They decided they needed to talk to them about moving 
out, and finding their own place to live. One day, while Varg was making lunch for them all, Jorn decided to 
bring up the topic. 

He went up to Varg, and tapped him on the shoulder. "Hey, we need to talk.” 

Varg looked over to him. "About what?" 

"About you and Pelle finding your own guys place." 

"Why?" 

"Well, we love having you guys here with us, but me and Jan think it would be best if you moved out soon" 
"Plus, we're also getting tired of hearing Pelle screaming and moaning every night" Jan said. 

"Hey! l-Im not that loud!" Pelle retorted back, his facing turning a deep red. 

"Yes, you are." Jorn stated. 


"Well, he can't really help it when | am pleasuring him so much." Varg said. 


"Varg!" 


"Calm down, love." Varg said, as he sat next to him on the couch. "Well, right now we don't exactly have the 
money to move out. But that doesn't mean | can't go forwards in time to get some. | know that | have a lot of 
money in the future. But we need to find a good place to move to." 

"Well, do you have any ideas on where you want to move to?" Jorn asked. 

"| was thinking that me and Pelle could move to Oslo. We could find a nice house there." 

"Well then, we'll help you guys find one then" Jorn said. 

So over the next few days, Jorn and Jan, helped them try to find a new home to move into. Tracey was going 
to move in with them too. Varg figured that he might still need her help, so she was going with them. While 
the search was still going on, Pelle started getting into other things. One day, while he was reading the 
newspaper, Varg asked him about what he was looking at. He was lying on the bed, reading it, and Varg came in 
with two cups of coffee. He handed one to Pelle. 

"Thank you." Pelle said, smiling up at him, and taking it from him. 

"You're welcome." He sat on the bed with him, and started rubbing his back. "What are you looking at love?" 
‘Oh, its nothing really." He said, folding up the paper. 

"Pelle." 

"Yes?" 

"You know you can tell me anything right?" 

"| know. But its kind of embarrassing. You might laugh." 


"| promise that | won't. Please tell me." 


Pelle turned around to face him. Varg was staring back at him, waiting for him to say something. He sighed and 
took a deep breath. "I want kids." 


"What?" 
"You heard me. | want to start a family with you." 
"Oh? You really do?" Varg wasn't expecting this. He didn’t think that Pelle would be the type of person to want 


kids. He never showed any sign that he even liked them either. So this was surprising, coming from the Swede. 


"I didn't know that that was something you wanted." 


"Well, it is. We don't have to have kids if you don't want to. | just wanted to know what you think of the 
subject" 


"So, is that why you were on the phone so often? Calling up adoption agencies?" 
"Yes, it is. Been trying to find out if they have what I'm looking for." 
"And what would that be?" 


Pelle smiled to himself. "Twins. | want twins. It could be either two boys or girls.or even both. And | want them 


to be either Norwegian or Swedish." 
"| see." 
"We don't have to adopt if you don't want to." 


"What? No! I'm not saying that | don't want to have kids, its just that well.we might moving into a new house 
soon, and we'll be paying a lot of money for that. Adopting a child, especially two, would cost a lot money." 


"Oh" Pelle said, frowning a bit. 
"We need to focus first on ourselves, before we think about adoption" He grabbed Pelle's chin, and lifted his 
face up, so he could look at him. "But | promise that we will think about it in the future." Varg said, smiling at 


him. 


"Alright. That sounds good then" He wrapped his arms around Varg's neck, and kissed him. 


Another week passed by, but they had finally found a house they could move into. It was a nice, big house, 
that was near a forest. There was even a treehouse that was in the backyard. It had three bedrooms. They 
decided to check it out. Varg called the landlord and scheduled an appointment. 


The next day, they drove to Oslo to check out the house. The inside of it was very nice, it looked like a pretty 
comfortable home. They decided that they were going to buy it, instead of renting it. It was a lot of money, 
but the price was worth it. 


Hours later they arrived back in Krakstad. Jorn had just got finished making dinner for them. "Ah, you guys 
are back So how did it go?" 


It went great. We bought the house. We'll be moving in next week." Varg told him. 


"Well thats great. Now me and Jan won't have to hear you two having sex in your guys bedroom." 


"Oh, shut up." Pelle said, hitting over the back of the head. 

"So, Pelle. Varg told me that you're interested in adopting kids." 

"Yes | am." 

"Never expected you to be the type of person to want kids. Always thought you hated them." Jan said 

"Well, | don't. Me and Varg want to start a family, sometime in the future." 

"Hopefully that works out for you two. lts not exactly easy for gay couples when they decide to adopt kids. 
Especially in this time. Later on, it will be though. But right now, at this point in time, itll be hard for you guys 


to adopt." Tracey explained. 


"Well, | hope they won't give us a hard time. | really do want to do this. We won't give up." Pelle said. 


The next week came, and they were finally moving in During the week before, Jorn and Jan helped find them 
furniture for the house, and some other stuff. They helped them move all of their stuff, and Tracey's also, 
into their new home. Though, Tracey had decided she would be staying in the treehouse instead. 

"And you're moving in there why?" Varg asked. 


"Because, | would like to have my own privacy. I'm sure you and your husband would like to have your own 


guys privacy too." She explained to him. 

"But, isn't it a bit too small for you?" 

"Not really. I'll be fine. Besides, | don't have that much stuff" 

"Alright. So you're cooking dinner tonight?" 

"Yes, | am. lim even making a little something special for Pelle." She said, smirking at him. 
"What are you going to do this time Tracey?" 

"Oh, nothing. You'll find out about it later." 

"Oh, I'm sure | will. It better not be something that will kill him." 

"It won't kill him." 


"Well, the food that you make..well.its not exactly great.” 


"You're mean. Why must you be such an ass sometimes." 

"Because | have to be. Now hurry up, and finish that food. Oh, and please don't burn it or anything." 

"Hey! I'm not that bad of a cook. Jan is a even worse cook than | am." 

"I heard that!" Jan yelled, from the lounge room. 

Varg laughed, as he walked back into the room. Jorn was sitting on the couch with Pelle, and Jan was sitting in 
the chair across from them. Everyone was pretty much tired, from moving all the stuff inside the house. 
They got basically all the furniture in the house. The bed, a shelf, a dresser, a nightstand and chest full of 
some of Varg's stuff were upstairs in their room. The kitchen table and chairs in the kitchen All the kitchen 
utensils, silverware, and whatnot were in the kitchen A coffee table, a small table near the chair, the chair 
itself, the couch, TV, and shelf were all in the lounge room. The small stuff was still in boxes, but they would 
put them up tomorrow. 

Varg sat next to Pelle on the couch, wrapping an arm around him. "Pretty tired from all that work we done." 
"Yeah, | am too. After dinner | just want to go to sleep." Pelle said, yawning. 

"Yeah, same." He looked up to the other two in the room. "You guys going back to Krakstad after dinner?" 


"Yeah, we are." Jan said. 


"Do you think you'll be able to drive without falling asleep at the wheel though? You two could stay here you 


know." 

"Thanks, but thats fine. We'll be able to get back to Krakstad without any trouble." Jorn said. 
“Alright. Oh, it looks like Tracey just finished cooking.’ 

"Yes, dinner is ready everyone." She handed everyone their plates, and drinks. 

"Hmm..is this food safe to eat?" Jorn asked her, poking at the food with his fork 


‘Of course it is safe to eat" Tracey said, glaring at him. She then turned to Pelle. "You, drink your drink that | 


made for you." 


Pelle stared down at his drink, eyeing it suspiciously. The color of it was a dark green. "Its not poisoned or 


anything is it?" 


"Will you just drink it already?" 


"Fine, alright. | will. But if | die, | give Varg permission to kill you." 

"Oh, I'm scared." 

After he was finished speaking to her, he took a sip of his drink. It tasted weird, but it didn't exactly taste bad. 
After everyone was finished eating, he had finished the whole thing. He felt very different, he didn't feel tired 
anymore. Right now, he wanted Jorn and Jan to leave, so he could be alone with Varg. "Varg..can we go upstairs 
please?" 

"You want to go sleep now love?" 

"Yeah, | do." He said, lying to him. 

“Alright. Well, it looks like you two better be going now. Me and Pelle are going to go to bed right now.’ 

“Alright. We'll see you two in a few days then" Jan said, as he was standing up. 

"Let us know how everything goes." Jorn said. 

"We will. You two have a safe trip back to Krakstad." 

After they left, Varg bid Tracey goodnight, and she left to go outside. He picked Pelle up from the couch, and 
carried him upstairs to their room. When they got up there, he shut the door, and went to lay him down on 
the bed. He laid down next to him, too tired to take his clothes off. Pelle then turned around, facing him. He 
stared into Varg's eyes, smiling at him. 


Varg gave him a light peck on the lips. "Goodnight love." 


"Varg.." Pelle moved closer to him, wrapping his arms around his neck, nipping at his earlobe, and rubbing his 


legs up against his. 
| thought you were tired?" 
"| lied. | want to make love to you tonight." 


"But, I'm pretty tired Pelle. | don't think I'll be able to tonight" 


"Please Varg, | need you..mmmm..please." He moved Varg's hands downwards, that way so they were on his ass. 


He squeezed it, while biting down on Pelle's shoulder. Pelle moaned loudly, at the feeling of it. "Ah..ah.”" 


‘Mmm..alright. But lets make this quick, okay? Also, you're on top tonight.” 


"Hmmph..lazy." 


"Hey, | love it when you're on top, that way so | don't have to do all the work Besides, | love it when you're 
ass is bouncing up and down, on top of my cock." He said, as Pelle sat up. "Now, lets get these clothes off of 


you." He said, smiling up at him. 


Pelle smiled back down at him, ready for another night of pleasure. 


Don't Cry Beautiful One, For | am Here 


The sound of a gunshot was the last thing they heard, before the crystal took them back to the present. 
They were both on the ground. Pelle was still clinging onto Varg, as if his life depended on it. Varg held onto 
Pelle. He wanted to protect him, make sure that no one would ever hurt him again. Right now, Pelle was crying, 
getting Varg's shirt wet. He stroked his hair and his back, trying to calm him, but it was not working. Seeing 
his other self, being raped and murdered traumatized Pelle so much. Varg was trying to speak to him, but he 
was too far gone to hear what he was saying, too lost in his thoughts. 


"That is my future..my life won't be taken by my own hands but by Oystein's! And he will rape mel" He 
shuddered just thinking about it, just remembering what he seen. He wanted to erase it from his mind 
completely. "I don't want to remember..but.| can't forget it. can't! | can still hear the screams, Oystein's 
words, the pain, the suffering. can feel him all around me, and | can't seem to escape! Someone please, help 
me." He kept on crying, his sniffling, sobbing, shaking, he couldn't seem to calm down. He was trapped in his own 
nightmare, darkness, and he couldn't find the light. He was so lost in his own thoughts that he couldn't feel 


Vargs arms around him. 


Varg was worried, very worried. "| should never have brought him to that event, but it was the only other 
way | could think of to get him to believe me. He'll hate me now, | just know it. He won't ever want to see or 
speak to me again | really fucked up bad. How could | be so stupid!?" He looked down, at the trembling form in 
his arms. "He is so lost in his own mind that he doesn't even notice that I'm here with him, to protect him." He 
took a deep breath and then spoke. 

"Pelle." He said, trying to get his attention, but Pelle didn't seem to hear him. He lifted his head up, and forced 
him to look at him. His eyes seemed to be looking right through him, it was almost as if Varg was invisible to 
Pelle. "Pelle. Please talk to me. Can you hear me?" 


Pelle, who was still lost in his own thoughts, heard a voice that sounded like an echo. It sounded familiar, it was 
almost as if he recognized that voice. He could see the light now, shining in the darkness. He closed his eyes 

for a moment, and then opened them again. He could see him, Varg, staring right into his eyes. He sees that he 
is worried and concerned. "Pelle?" Varg spoke his name again, wondering if he had heard him this time. He hoped 


that he had. 

"That..thats whats supposed to happen to me..? That is my fate? To be raped and murdered?" He was almost 
ready to scream. He didn't want that to happen to him, To suffer in a way so horrible, and he didn't know if he 
could change it. He was so scared now. He didn't want to be here, on this earth anymore. He wanted to end his 
life right now. 

"Yes, that is your fate." 


"And there is nothing | can do to change it!? | will have to suffer, experience that again!?" 


"Pelle, why do you think | came back here? | told you | was going to save you and | will. | didn't come back just 


so that it will again" 
"Why do you even care? Why do you care about what happens to me? You don't know me." 


"| don't know. know that | do. read a letter that Euronymous wrote to me, and never was able to send it to 
me, because | killed him. That was in 1993. | got the letter in December of 2013. He confessed to me what he did 
to you, and it really shook me up, and | felt like getting revenge for what he did. | asked myself a million times, 
why do | care. Why did | care about what he did to you and why do | want to save you. It just seems that the 
more | find out about you, and the more | see how much your life was a living hell for you, it just makes me 
feel more for you and you are such an amazing and fascinating person. You don't deserve a fate so cruel. You 


deserve to live. To live a long and happy life." 

"You're wrong...” 

Varg frowned. "What? What do you mean by that?" 

| don't deserve to live. | don't even want to live. | should be dead. | don't belong here, on this earth. | would 
rather die than live another day here." He stood up, and turned to walk away. Varg grabbed him by his arm, 
and turned him around. He was not having this. He was not going to let Pelle kill himself or be like this any 


longer. 


He shook him by his shoulders. "What can | do to make you realize that you have so much here to live for!? 


Think about your friends, your family. How would they feel if you killed yourself?" 

| have nothing to live here for anymore.." Pelle said, looking down at the ground. 

"But you must! You must have something! Isn't there anything that would make you want to live longer?" 
Pelle shook his head. "There isn't. Not anymore." 

"What about making music? Doesn't that make you happy? Wouldn't that be something to live here for?" 

"It makes me happy, but its like.there is something missing. | feel cold and so lonely all the time. Ever since | 
almost died, years ago, I've never felt warm since. Its like | am trapped in an ice cold lake, and | can't find a 
way out." 

Varg brought him close to him, and hugged him. This beautiful person, who was standing here in his arms, it 
was like he couldn't do anything to help him. "Did | come here for nothing..? He was almost about ready to cry, 
to give up and leave this place. Then he heard Pelle speak again. 


"There might be something..." 


"What is it?" Varg asked, curious. 


"| don't know..if it would stop me from killing myself, but it might make me want to stay here longer. Love. Not 
the family or friendship type of love. But | want to be in love with someone." 


"And that would make you happy?" 


"It might.! don't know..all | know is that I've never experienced that type of love before. | was almost able to, 


but things went very wrong, and | was rejected" 
"What happened?" 


Pelle, didn't say anything. He didn't want to tell Varg about what happened before. If he told him then Varg 
would hate him and he didn't want to lose the only person that seemed to care about him so much right now. 
He thought it was kinda actually. That he was really starting to like Varg, a whole lot. More than he should. 
They hardly knew each other, and Pelle didn't know why he was feeling this way for him. Pelle thought that it 
would never go past anything besides a close friendship with him, but what he didn't know was that Varg felt 
the same way. Here they were, both together as friends, both afraid to tell each other how they felt about 
the other. 


They stood like that in silence, Varg holding Pelle, until he finally spoke. "If you don't want to tell me thats fine." 
He felt Pelle nod his head. He then let him go. "Well, | don't know if | can give you what you want. But | know 


that I'm going to try and save you. To stop what is supposed to happen on that day. We'll work together on 
this." 


"But how are we going to stop it? Are you planning killing on Euronymous?" 


| don't know yet. | want to, but | don't know if | will yet or not. All | know is that we will try to stop him from 
doing what he might do to you on that day. And | just realized something." 


"What is that?" 

"Well, it seems that | am not prepared for it. | don't have a weapon or anything | can use to attack him with." 
"There are plenty of those in the house." 

"I know. But | want to use something of my very own. | didn't bring anything with me that | can use, so | think 
now would be a good time to go forwards in time again" 

He saw Pelle stiffen up, when he said that. 


"| don't want to...” 


"Don't worry. I'm not going to take you anywhere to where you'll be attacked or anything. We're going to a 
date, a year after your death. And even if there is anyone there to hurt you | won't let them." Pelle nodded 


his head. "So are you coming with me or not?" 
Pelle sighed. “Alright. I'll go with you again" 


Varg took out the crystal, and they both did the same thing that they did before. "Will there still be pain when 


we forwards in time again?" 

"There probably will be, but you'll get used to it, after a few times." 

“Alright. So where are we going?" 

"You'll see." 

| must say that this is all so unreal. | didn't know that sort of stuff existed" 


"Neither did |" Varg said, laughing. He held Pelles hand, as the crystal took them to the year 1992. 


Never Letting You Go 


Author's Notes: 
So Varg just took Pelle forwards in time with him, to April 8th 1991. You'll find out soon if Pelle will only see or 


if he'll have to experience it. 


It took about almost an hour to get to Krakstad. It was night by the time they got back to the house. Varg 


saw outside that the house was surrounded by lots of woods. He looked to the house they were living at now. 


It was a pretty, decent sized house. It had about three rooms inside. The two upstairs, were the ones that 
Pelle and Oystein slept in. Jorn stayed in the one downstairs. He also shared that one with Jan whenever he 
would stay for a few days or so. Currently, Jan was living with them. He was having trouble with his girlfriend. 
They were about to breakup soon, and Jan didn't want to stay with her at her place. There was also another 


room where the guys rehearsed their music, a kitchen, a small lounge room, and a porch outside. 
They pulled up in the driveway, Jorn turned off the car and the guys got out. Euronymous spoke. "This is 
where we're staying now. It isnt exactly what | had in mind, but it'll do for now until we make more money to 


afford a better place." 


Varg nodded his head, as Jorn was handing him his suitcase. "We'll put the litterbox in the bathroom beside the 
sink, and the cat food in the kitchen. 


“Alright. So where will | sleep? In the lounge room?" 


"You can stay in my room if you want" Euronymous said. "I could get a mattress for you and you can sleep on 


that." 
Varg shook his head. "No, thats okay. | think I'll stay with Pelle in his room." 
At this, Euronymous and Jorn both turned their heads, looking at Varg with surprise. 


"Are you sure about that?" Oystein asked. "Hes very quiet and won't really talk much, you know? And wouldn't 


you rather stay with someone who you know?" 

"Well, think of it this way. | won't be a bother to you Oystein, because | know that you work on a lot of stuff, 
and | could try to get to know your guys vocalist more. Maybe be friends with him" He turned to look at Pelle, 
who was not saying anything, his head down, and shuffling his feet. 


"That is true. | do have a lot of work to do. I'm still busy trying to schedule a tour for Mayhem this month." 


First we need to ask how Pelle feels about you sleeping with him. What do you think Pelle? Are you fine with 
that?" 


Pelle nodded his head. "Its fine. | don't mind. Just as long as hes not annoying.." He said, trailing off. 
"Don't worry. | won't be." He then looked to Euronymous. "So, you guys might be going on tour soon?" 


"Yeah, don't know when yet though. But hopefully soon. We'll be touring Norway. Oh, and if we do leave, you'll 
have to stay to look after the house, is that alright?" 


"Thats fine." Varg said. He really hoped that Mayhem wouldn't go on tour this month. They would be gone for 


who knows how long, and it would interfere with his plan to save Pelle. 
"Anyway, lets head inside. Its getting pretty chilly out here." Jorn said, going to the door to unlock it. 


When he opened it, everyone went inside. Varg smelled some food that had just been made. Pelle immediately 


headed upstairs to his room. Varg let Tracey out of the carrier. 

"Ugh, finally I'm out of that thing. It was getting pretty uncomfortable in there." Varg ignored her. She went to 
the lounge room to go take a nap. Euronymous and Jorn headed to the kitchen, with Varg following them. He 
would talk to Jan first before he joined Pelle upstairs. 


"Ah, you guys are back. Hello, Varg." 


Varg waved to him. Jorn spoke to Jan "Theres been a change of plans. Varg is staying longer. | don't know for 


how long yet, but I'm sure that he'll let us know soon” 
"Ah, okay. So how was the ride back?" 


‘It was alright" Euronymous said, sitting down in a chair. "Oh, you won't believe who finally started eating 


again" 
"Hmm.| assume that you're talking about Pelle, right?" 


"Yes. We stopped at Mcdonalds and Varg bought him food" He turned to Varg. "I still don't understand why you 
bought food for him. He could have paid for it himself." 


"| was just being nice is all" 
"Mhmr." 


Jan spoke again. "| thought he never eat again. He was starting to look like a skeleton 


"l'm surprised that he ate it. He is so stubborn when it comes to food." Jorn said. 


"I think that he ate because he felt obligated to. Like he wasn't even hungry in the first place and just didn't 
want to hurt Vargs feelings." 


"Well, its good that he ate the food | was starting to get a bit worried. Now if only he would eat the food that 


| cook." Jan said. 


| hate to say it Jan, but your cooking sucks. So | could see why he wouldn't want to eat it" Euronymous said, 
laughing. 


"Hey. My cooking is alright. Don't make fun of it. | like to see you cook Oystein." 
"IIl just leave that up to you." 


"He is right you know." Jorn said. "| mean, whenever your food comes out of the oven it is always burnt or 


there would be a hair in it" 
"Okay, since you guys don't like my cooking, then how about you cook Jorn?" 


“Alright, | will. At least it'll be better than what you make." When he said that, Jan just stuck his tongue out at 
him. He then turned to Varg. "So do you need any help with your stuff or are you fine taking it upstairs 
yourself?" 


“Thats alright. | can carry it the rest of the way up. Oh, where is Pelles room?" 
‘Its the one at the end of the hallway, with a couple of posters on the door." 


Varg nodded his head and went to go upstairs. He needed to get away from the rest of the guys and go to 
Pelle. He reached the top of the stairs, and went to Pelles room. The door was closed and he heard some loud 


music coming from inside. 


He knocked on the door, to be polite, opened it and went inside. He saw Pelle, lying on his stomach, on his bed, 
with a notebook in front of him. He seemed to be drawing something. Varg knew that Pelle was also famous for 
his artwork. The stuff he drew was amazing and very morbid. He was such a fascinating person. Varg wanted 


to know so much more about this beautiful creature. 
He set his suitcase down near the dresser in the room, and went to sit down on the bed, near Pelles feet. He 
tried to look over his shoulder to see what he was drawing. He couldn't really tell what it was, it was hard to 


see. 


"What are you drawing?" He asked, curious. 


Pelle, heard him, but didn't answer him or even acknowledged his presence. Varg rubbed the back of his neck a 
little, feeling uncomfortable around him again. He sighed to himself. "Great. Back to the silent treatment. | need 
to get him to come out of his shell. But how..2" 

He looked around Pelle's room. There were a lot of posters on the walls, some writings on the wall too, stacks 
of paper of drawings, lyrics, and whatnot. A small pile of clothes on the floor, a small desk, some records, and 
a box full of comics. Varg decided to mention one of the bands that Pelle liked Maybe that would start a 
conversation between them. 

| see that you're a fan of Venom. They're pretty awesome. What songs do you like by them?" 

At this Pelle turned around, and was holding a finger to his mouth. “Quiet. I'm trying to concentrate." 
"Oh..Okay.! will be." 

"Good. Though | need to ask you something.” 

"What is it?" 


"Why are you sleeping in my room? You could be with Euronymous, but here you are, with me. Why is that?" 


Varg shrugged his shoulders. "Well, | want to get to know you more and | figured that staying in here with you 
would help." 


"Mhmm. Well, good luck with that. Its hard for people to get to know me. They don't really understand me." 
Varg was about to say something, but then he heard some loud music being played over Pelles music. 


"Oh fuck! Not again" Pelle stood up from where he was, and went to the door. "That shit music is so annoying. 
Can't he have any fucking respect!?" 


Varg went to go stop him and grabbed the sleeve of his shirt. "Hey, don't. Don't let him get to you. He keeps 
doing it because he knows that it gets to you and that it pisses you off. Just ignore it and maybe itll stop 


soon." 


Pelle pulled away from him. "Fuck off. lim going to go confront him. He needs to turn off that horrible shit” 
And after he said that, he went to the other room down the hallway. 


Varg stood outside his room, watching Pelle as he went to Oystein's door, and pounded his fist on it. 
"Open the fucking door Oystein!" 


Euronymous opened the door, glaring at Pelle. "What the fuck do you want Dead? I'm busy." 


"Can you turn down that shit. | don't want to hear it. Its horrible and annoying.” He shoved past him, and went 
to turn off Oysteins radio. Oystein, grabbed him by his arm, harshly, and threw him down to the floor. 


"What the fuck do you think you're doing!? Don't touch my stuff!" 


Pelle, sat up, rubbing his head that hit the floor. "If you wouldn't play that electronic shit so loud, | wouldn't be 
trying to. Why do you have to be so annoying!?" 


"You're the one making a big deal out of it" 


"But you know that that shit drives me fucking insane! Why do you fucking do this to me Euronymous!? Are 
you trying to get me to quit the band?" 


"At least Mayhem might be better off without you you fucking freak! You're such a fucking loser, and you're 
fucking weird as fuck. You talk about death so much, carry around a dead bird, bury your clothes in the 
fucking dirt, and you slice your fucking skin up. Who the fuck does that shitl? You're fucking crazy!" 

"Fuck you!" 

"Fuck you too, you faggot! Why don't you go back to Swedenl? Since you can't deal with the fucking bullshit this 
band is going 

through, since you're sick of it?" 


"Maybe | will" 


And with that, Pelle stormed out of Oystein's room. He was done arguing with Euronymous. He was so sick of 


this. He couldn't fucking take it anymore. He needed to get out of this house. 


Varg didn't like that Euronymous was stressing Pelle out so much. He didn't like seeing him like this. He wanted 


to make him feel better and not be so stressed out. 

When Pelle came back to the room, he went to his desk, and started digging threw it. He pulled out a knife 
from the drawer. Varg knew that he would hurt himself with it. He had to try and get that knife away from 
him. Pelle then headed to the bed, and grabbed a pillow. 

"Where are you going?" 

lm going outside! To get away from him! To get out of this stupid house. | can't stand it in here anymore." 
Varg knew that Pelle was heading outside, to sleep in the woods. He just wondered why he didn't at least grab a 


blanket or a jacket, because even though it was spring, it was still pretty cold. "With no Jacket on? You're not 
even grabbing a blanket. At least get either one before you go out there." 


Pelle, just ignored him as he was heading out the door. He bumped into Euronymous, who was coming in to 


check on Varg. "What are you doing now Dead? Heading out to the woods?" 
"What | do is none of your business Oystein. | need to get away from you." 
Euronymous laughed. "Well fine. Go into the woods, no one wants you here with the way you're acting now.’ 


"| think it would be the other way around." 


He shoved passed Euronymous and went to go downstairs. 


Euronymous turned to Varg. "Sorry about him. | don't know why he acts like that. Did he take his knife with 


him too?" 
Varg nodded his head, frowning. 


"Well, better out there to slice his wrists than in here. | don't want him getting the floor messy with his 
blood." 


Varg ignored him, as he was grabbing the blanket Euronymous brought in, and putting his shoes back on 
"Where are you going?" 

"l'm going outside with him." 

"Why?" 

"| just want to make sure he'll be alright.” 

"Why are you so worried about him though? You don't even know him very well.” 

"| don't know. But | just think that maybe he could use a friend or something. Just talk to him about stuff" 
"Well have fun doing that." 

Varg didn't respond back. He just walked past Euronymous and went downstairs. He saw Jan and Jorn sitting on 
the couch, watching T.V., and Jorn turned to speak to him when saw him walking towards the door. "Where are 
you going Varg?" 

lm going outside to join Pelle in the woods. Going to have a little camp out | guess, heh heh." 


"Well, you better hurry up and catch up with him. | don't think he made it to the woods yet." After Jorn said 
that, Varg opened the door and went outside. He saw Pelle, a little far away. He ran to catch up with him. 


"Hey. Wait up! l'm coming with you." 

Pelle turned around. "Stop following me! | don't want you coming with me. | need to be by myself.” 

Varg didn't listen to him and kept following him. They were almost in the woods now. When they got into the 
middle of the woods, Pelle placed his pillow down on the ground, and sat down. He turned to Varg. "| don't want 
you here with me. | need to be by myself, away from everyone." 

"Yeah, but..don't you get lonely, by yourself out here?" 


Pelle shook his head. "No, there are plenty of animals out here to keep me company.” 


"Well, you also don't have jacket on and no blanket" He said this, placing the blanket on the ground. "Aren't you 


cold?" 

"Not really. l'm used to it. I'm used to feeling so cold all the time." 

"What do you mean by that?" 

"You wouldn't understand." 

They sat in silence for a few minutes. Neither said a word to each other, just the sound of forest creatures 
around them and the slight breeze of wind. Varg looked at Pelle. He seemed more at peace out here, then he 
did inside the house. He noticed that Pelle had the knife in his hand, holding it to his wrist, ready to let some 
blood flow from his veins. Varg instantly got up and went to grab the knife him. He wasn't going to let Pelle 
hurt himself. He was going to put an end to it. Now. 


"Hey. Stop that! You don't need to cut yourself" He grabbed Pelles arm, and took the knife away him. 


Pelle, looked at him with a confused and angry look on his face, he started screaming. "What the fuck! Give me 


my knife back! | need it!" 


"No, you don't. | will not see you hurt yourself" He threw the knife far away, in the woods. Pelle got up and 
went to go get it, search for it. 


"You asshole. Now | can't even find it! Why did you throw it away!?" 


Varg went to him and grabbed him by his shoulders, and turned him around. "| don't want you to hurt 


yourself. Its just causing more pain than good. Please, don't worry about the knife and come sit back down" 


"No! | will not. | need to cut. Its the only thing that'll make me calm." 


"Can't | do anything to help?" 

"| don't your need help." 

Varg remembered when he said those words. He thought he didn't need help when he did. If he hadn't listened 
to Saya he wouldn't be here now. He had to tell him. He had to let Pelle know everything. He sighed and took a 
deep breath. "Here it goes." 

"Listen, | need to tell you something.” 

"| don't want to hear it. Help me find my knife.” 

"Its important. You need to listen to me Pelle, your life is in danger." 

He gave him a confused look. "What are you talking about? I'm not in any danger." 

"Yes you are and you don't know it. Someone is going to try to kill you." 

"Yeah, okay. Well, if someone does then at least I'll more happier in the afterlife instead of here." 

"Why do you want to die so much? Don't you have anything to live for?" 

"No. | don't. Not now, or even in the past. | don't belong here. | should have died long ago, but | didn't. Death is 
the only thing | crave right now. There is nothing for me here. | am only a messenger for this world. But of 
course, you wouldn't understand just like everyone else." 

"So fucking stubborn and so intent on killing himself." "What can | do to change your mind? To show you that 
you have so much to live here for. | didn't come back here just so that you could kill yourself. | came here to 
save you." 

"What do you mean save me? | don't need anyone to save me." 

"Listen, you won't believe what I'm going to tell you but | can show you whats going to happen to you, and | will 
soon. Pelle, | lived this life before, but not like this. In the past | did things differently, | didn't talk to you like | 
am now. | am from the future, and | came back in time so that | could save you." 

"You're fucking crazy." 

"No, I'm not. You may think | am, but | am telling the truth. But since you don't believe me I'll just have to 
show you. | didn't want it to come down to this though." He took the crystal out of his pocket and showed it to 


Pelle. 


"A necklace?" 


"This is a time crystal. Its what brought me back in time. | am going to take you to the event with me, when 


you were killed. April 8th, 1991." 


Pelle was very doubtful. He didn't believe Varg one bit. But he decided to play along anyways. "And how do you 
go back in time with it?" 


| have to spin it three times, if I'm going back or forwards in time by myself. Since l'm taking you with me, it 
must be spun six times. | spin it three times, and you do the same. It doesn't change anything here either.’ 


After he said this, he spun the crystal three times. After he did that, he handed it to Pelle. "Your turn" 


| can't believe I'm doing this..this is fucking crazy." He took the crystal from Varg, and spun it three times. 
They stood there in silence for a few seconds. "Nothings happening. | knew you were only joking around." 


"Trust me. Itll work. Just wait" 
Pelle turned to leave him. "l'm going. Have fun with your little game." Just as he was about to take another 
step, a flash of white light emitted from the crystal, surrounding them. Pelle was shocked. He couldn't believe 


what was happening. "Whats going on? What is this?" He asked, turning to Varg. 


"Its going to take us forward in time." He grabbed Pelles hand. "Soon you'll see whats going to happen to you. 
Maybe itll change your mind about things." 


Pelle didn't respond back, as they disappeared into thin air. 


| Swear that | Will Protect You 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 20 :) Hope that everyone enjoys this chapter :) 


The day had finally come. The day that Varg and Pelle, would stop Euronymous from what he planned on doing 
to Pelle. Varg would make sure that he wouldn't let him hurt the Swede. He would make sure that today, 
everything would go right. If he even made the slightest mistake, if Pelle was killed today, then it would all be 
over. He wouldn't have another chance to save him. This was his only one. So he had to make sure that nothing 


would go wrong today. 

"IFI go the same as before, except he won't rape and murder you this time. I'll be in the closet, that way so 
he won't know that l'm there with you. You'll write the suicide note, he'll almost have a chance to rape you, 
but | won't let him. When he climbs on top you, on the bed, thats when I'll come out, and aim the rifle at him." 
"Are you going to kill him?" 

Varg shook his head. "No, | won't. | made a promise to Jorn" 


Varg went over everything in his head, making sure that he had everything that he would need to stop 
Euronymous. Pelle was still asleep. He didn't want to wake him up just yet. He looked very peaceful when he 
was dreaming. He heard light footsteps coming from outside the room. He looked up and saw Jorn, standing 
outside the doorway. 

‘lm going out of town soon. Are you sure two can handle this by yourselves?" 

"Yes, I'm pretty sure we can" 

“Alright. Varg, there is something | want to ask of you before | go?" 

"What is it?" 

| know how much you hate Oystein, and want to kill him, for all the things he has done, but can you please let 
him live? | don't want you to kill him. He is my friend, and | still care about him. He needs a lot of help. | would 
rather him go to prison instead of being killed, so can you promise me that you won't kill him?" 


"Ill try my best not to Jorn. But if it comes down to it, to where | have to kill him | will. Do you understand?" 


"Yes, | understand. | also don't want to see you get in trouble for murdering him." 


"| would explain my reasons for doing so. That it was to protect Pelle.” 
"Well, | must go. Good luck, to the both of you." 


"Thanks. I'll call you after, if everything goes right." 


"Jorn thinks that he can change, with therapy and whatnot, but | don't know. get the feeling that he is beyond 
help." Varg looked down at his watch, checking the time. "Well, it is almost time. He'll be here soon" 


"Varg..l'm scared. What if something goes wrong? What if we can't stop him?" 


"Don't worry. We will. | promise. | promise that | won't let him hurt you." He said, kissing the top of his 
forehead. "Now just sit at your desk, and pretend to write or draw something. I'll be right here in the closet.” 


Pelle nodded his head at him, as he went inside the closet. He then decided to write some lyrics down, while 
waiting for the knock on window, that he knew would come soon. There were a lot of worries going through his 
mind. He was worried that Euronymous would hurt him, would actually kill him today. He was also worried that 


he might do something to Varg too. He didn't want him to get hurt in trying to save him. 


He was jolted out of his thoughts, when he finally heard the loud, knocking sound on the window. He looked up, 


and saw Euronymous, motioning for him to open the window. 
"Let me in now, Dead!" 
Pelle shook his head. "No, I'm not letting you in" 


"Fine, I'll just use the door then" He then saw Euronymous climb back down. He sat there in silence, hearing the 
sound of the door being unlocked, and then his footsteps climbing up the stairs. He holds his breath, waiting for 
Euronymous to walk into the room. He hears his footsteps coming towards his room, the door being shut, and 

then locked. Euronymous walks towards him, places his hands on the desk, grabbing a hold of his wrists. "Euro- 


Euronymous..What are you doing?" 


A cold shiver, runs down his spine, as he feels the hot breath of the guitarist on the back of his neck. He is 
shaking, scared of the position he is in now. He doesn't like feeling so vulnerable to this man, who he knows 
wants to do awful things to him. "Please, let go of me." He pleads, even though he knows that it won't do him 
any good. 


"Be quiet. Don't make a fucking sound" He then lets go of his wrists. Pelle sees the rifle that he has. 
Euronymous is ripping out a piece of paper from his notebook and Pelle knows what is going to happen next. He 
goes to grab at his knife, that is lying on the desk, but Euronymous stops him. "Don't even think about it." He 
says, sternly. He then aims the rifle at his head. “Start writing. Now.’ 


"No, | won't do it!" 
"Do you want me to blow your head off?" 


Pelle backs down, knowing that he doesn't stand a chance against him like this, not while he still has the rifle. 
"Fine. What should | write?" 


"A suicide note." 
"But, what for? Why do you want me to write a suicide note?" 


"Because, today is the day that you are going to back to where you belong. | am sending you back from where 


you came from. 

"Are you firing me from the band?" 

"No, stupid. I'm going to kill you." 

"But why Euronymous? Why do you want to kill me? What have | done to make you want to do so?" 


"Because Dead, | fucking hate you. | hate you for what you have done, and what you make me feel. You have 
caused too much trouble in this band. | should never have hired you to be our vocalist. All you done is make 
the others hate me. Even my own friend, Varg hates me now. | don't know what you told him about me, but 
whatever it was, it isn't true. Also, think of it this way. | am granting you your wish. The only thing that you 
ever wanted out of life. To be dead. You are like some soul less creature, walking this earth, and so | figured | 
do this for you. I'm going to make it look like you took your own life, and everyone will believe it. Because from 
what they all know is that you want to die. Also, Mayhem will get more famous off of your death. Now, start 


writing the note, before | shoot you now." 
Pelle picks up the pen, and looks up at him. "How should | start it off?" 


Euronymous thinks for a moment. He then comes up with the perfect words for the Swede to write down. 
"Excuse all the blood, but | have slit my wrists and neck." 


Pelle writes this down. He writes everything down from what he could remember when Varg told him how the 
suicide note went. After he is finished writing it, he hands it to Euronymous who looks over. It is perfect. It is 
amazing. 


"This is very good, Dead. Very convincing. You have always wrote amazing things Pelle" He places the note back 
on the desk, and then aims the rifle at him again. "Now, strip." 


"What?" 


"You heard me. Take off your clothes now, Dead." 

"No! | won't! I'm not going to listen youl" He grabs his knife off of the desk, and goes to attack Euronymous. He 
is almost close enough to stab him, but Euronymous shoots him in the leg. Pelle falls to the floor, screaming 
because of the pain going through his leg. 

Varg who is watching this event unfold, from inside the closet, winces a bit, when he hears Pelle screaming in 
pain. He would do anything to make it go away. He just needed to wait for the right moment, when Euronymous 
didn't have his rifle. 

Euronymous grabs him by his hair, bringing his face up to his. "Do you really think that you can stop mel? 
There is nothing you can do Dead, that will save you from the torture l'm about to inflict upon youl" He 
screams all this at Pelle, while holding his knife up to his throat. 

"Fuck you, Euronymous!" Pelle growls at him, spitting in his face. 

"You fucking bitch." Euronymous then slaps him hard, leaving a red mark on his cheek. "We'll have to do this 
the hard way then, huh?" He throws the Swede on the bed, his head hitting the headboard. Pelle tries to move 
away, but it is too late. Euronymous climbs on top of him, pinning him down on the bed. He takes off his belt, 
tying it around his wrists so he can't fight back. 

Pelle screams, tears running down his cheeks. "No! Please! Stop! Euronymous get off of me! Please!" 

"Beg all you want Pelle, but it won't work" 


"No! | don't want this! Varg! Varg help!" He screams, calling out for Varg. 


"Varg isn't here to help you. Its just you and me." Euronymous says, smirking down at the shaking, crying form 
beneath him. His hands run under his shirt, going down to take his pants off. 


Varg watches the whole scene play out before him. Enough is enough. He can't take seeing Pelle in so much 
pain. He has to act now. He kicks at the door, getting it open. He runs towards the rifle, that is laying on the 
floor, before Euronymous can get to it. "Get off of him now Euronymous before | fucking shoot youl" He 
screams at him, his voice full of rage. 

"Varg." Pelle looks at him, eyes full of tears, and relief flowing through him. 

"Varg! What are you doing here?" 


"Get your hands off of him now!" 


"We can kill him together. He has caused us to hate each other. He lied to you Varg." 


"You're the liar Euronymous! Now, listen to what | say, or I'll kill you." 


"Do you really think I'm going to give up that easily? If you even dare try to shoot me, I'll make him bleed to 
death." 


"No..please.." Pelle looks at him with pleading eyes. "Varg.kill him! Now! Forget your promise to Jorn and just kill 


him!" 
"Euronymous..don't." Varg said, his fingers on the trigger, ready to pull it. 


"Hmm..first we'll start with this wrist." Euronymous held Pelle's arm up, moving the knife down on it, slicing 


into his skin. Pelle screamed as he did this. He then held his other wrist, ready to slice that one. 


Varg then pulled the trigger, the bullet hitting Euronymous's arm. Euronymous screamed in pain, holding his 
arm with his good one. "You fucking shit! How could youl?" 


Pelle, slowly got out from under him, trying to get up off the bed. Varg caught him before he almost fell to 
the floor. He held the Swede in his arms, rubbing his back, trying to calm him, for he was still shaken up after 
everything that had just happened. 

"Shhh..lts alright. I'm here now. Its all over." He then told Pelle, to go call the police. When he did so, Varg went 
to go find some rope, to tie up the guitarist, that way so he couldn't do anything else. 


"How did you even know what was going to happen today? Neither of you had any knowledge about what | was 
going to do." 


"| would tell you but you wouldn't believe me. 

“Try me’ 

"Alright. Lets just say that Im not actually from here. Im from the future. You wrote a letter to me, 
confessing everything that happened today. And with some help, | was able to travel back in time, to save 
Pelle. 

"That is the dumbest bullshit | have ever heard!" 

"| never expected you to believe me" 

"And why would you want to save Pelle anyways? You two were never friends” 

"Because | care about him. | love him. He means everything to me, and | won't let anyone, not even you, hurt 


him." He walked out of the room, leaving Euronymous alone. He went downstairs to see Pelle, sitting on the 


couch, with a towel wrapped around his arm. 


"I called the police. They're on their way. They're sending an ambulance here too. | also called Jorn Him and Jan 


are on their way too." 


"Alright" He went over to him, wrapping his arms around the Swede. "I'm just glad that you're safe. Nothing, no 
one, will ever hurt you again" He gave the Pelle a light kiss on the lips. Happy that he had finally saved him. 


They waited for a bit for the police to get there. It didn't take long. Varg heard a knocking sound at the door, 
and went to answer it. They asked where Euronymous was, and he told them he was upstairs. Some 
paramedics came into the house, with a stretcher outside. Varg picked Pelle up from the couch, carrying him 
outside, and helping him get on the stretcher. "Please come with me. | don't like hospitals." 


"| will, love." 


"Varg!" He heard Jorn's voice behind him. "Thank goodness you guys are okay. Where's Euronymous? Did you 
let him live?" 


Varg nodded his head. The police were coming outside now, with Euronymous in handcuffs, leading him to the 


police car. Jorn went to speak to him before the door to the car was closed. 
"Oystein, | can't believe you would try to hurt Pelle." 
"He was tearing this band apart. | had to. It was the only way | could think of to get rid of him" 


"But you were going to rape him! Why would you even think of doing something like that!? You need help 
Oystein." 


"| don't need any help. There is nothing wrong with me. If | get out of prison | swear that I'll get my revenge. I'll 
fucking kill him." 


Jorn closed the door, not wanting to hear anymore of what his friend was saying. He didn't even know if he 


could even call him a friend anymore. 


At the hospital, Varg sat besides Pelle's bed, watching the Swede sleep. He leg was broken but it would heal. His 
arm was bandaged up. The doctors had stopped the bleeding. He was okay. Varg had saved him, and he was 
happy that he would be able to spend a long, wonderful life with him. He didn't have nothing to worry about 


anymore. He could finally relax, knowing that his angel, would be safe. 
He heard a tapping sound at the window. He looked up and saw Tracey, in her cat form, waiting for him to let 
her in He got up from where he was sitting and went to open the window. Tracey jumped from the window sill, 


and onto another chair in the room, curling up on it. 


"How's he doing?" 


"He's alright. Just sleeping. Try not to wake him up." 

"Oh, don't worry. | won't." 

Varg sat back down in the chair. "Well Tracey, | did it. I've finally saved him." He said, smiling. 
"Yeah..about that.” 

"What?" 

"You see Varg..there is something | forgot to tell you." 

"What is it?" 


"You saved him, yes. You get to spend a long and happy life with him. But.until you get to December of 2013, 


then he'll be out of harms way for good. If he lives up to that year, then nothing can ever harm him again" 
"So there is still a chance that he could die?" 


"Yes. Either due to natural causes, suicide, or someone else killing him. You need to make sure he stays safe. 
You already got Euronymous out of the way, but there could still be something or someone out there that 


could kill him." 
"And what happens if he gets killed?" 


"Everything goes back to the way it was before. Before you traveled back in time. But theres no need to 


worry about it much, it should all be more easier from here now." 


"Yeah, it should be." Varg said, smiling down at the sleeping form below him. He wasn't worried about anything 
anymore. Pelle was safe now, and that was all that mattered to him. 


Dream State 


Author's Notes: 
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Varg opened his eyes. The moon was shining down, from a dark, cloudy sky. He sat up and took a look around at 


his surroundings. From what he could tell he was not at his house, not in the lounge room anymore. 


‘| must be dreaming, because | don't remember leaving my house." He said to himself, as he stood up on his 


feet. 


He was surrounded by a few large mountains, woods, and a trail leading to somewhere. He also noticed a small 


wooden sign that said: "Welcome to Transylvania 


"Yes, | am definitely dreaming. There is no way | could have left Norway, and somehow be in Transylvania" He 


says this while rubbing his forehead. 


He hears a soft neigh, and hooves behind him. He turns around and sees a chestnut horse. He sees that its 
wearing a saddle, and reins. He goes up to it, slowly, careful not to frighten it. But the horse shows no fear, 


almost as if it knows him. He pets its muzzle. 
"You're not afraid of me, huh?" Varg says, and the horse makes a soft sound. 


While petting the horse, Varg also notices something different about himself. He notices that his hair is longer, 
and that it is a dark brown, with no greys, and he also has no beard. In his dream, he is young again. He smiles 
to himself, wishing it could be like that in real life, and not in just a dream. 


He also notices he is not wearing the same clothes he was before he fell asleep. The clothes he is wearing now, 
look very similar to the clothes he was wearing in one of his old photos, the one where he was wearing a bit 


of armor, except he doesn't have a spiked club, but a sword. 


He decides to get on the horse, and travel up the trail, to see where it leads to. The horse gets into a slow 
gallop. He travels halfway up the mountain he is on, and through woods. He feels the cold wind at his back, 


hears the sounds of many animals that live here. 


Soon, he is out of the woods and comes into an open area. He hears some wolves howling, that are not far 


away. He hears them getting closer. The horse panics, and rears up. He tries to calm it down, 


A pack of seven wolves comes into the open area. The huge, dark brown one, looks to be the alpha male. The 


rest of the pack is snarling at him, while the alpha male just looks at him. Varg gets out his sword, ready to 


fight if he has to. The alpha male snarls at one of its pack members, and to Varg's surprise, the rest of the 
pack stops moving in to attack. The alpha, looks at his pack, as if telling them to leave, and they do. 


Varg doesn't know what to think of this. He still has sword out just in case if the alpha male decides to attack 
him. But it doesn't. It turns around, looks back at him as if it wants him to follow him. 


"You want me to follow you somewhere?" Varg asks the wolf. The wolf just looks at him, turns back around 
and runs further up the mountain. Varg follows it. He wonders where the wolf is leading him to as he is 


following it. He follows it for about at least twenty minutes, until they arrive at a castle. 


Varg takes a look at it. It seems to be old. He can see a few broken windows and it looks as if no one has lived 
here for a while. He gets off of his horse and follows the wolf to the gates, that are open. "You want me to go 
inside right? Is there something.or someone in there that | must find?" "Why am | talking to a wolf?" He does 


not expect the wolf to say anything, it turns around and leaves him. 


"So its not going to stay and help me in case if there might be anything in there that could kill me?" Varg says 
this to himself, as he hears the wolf howling in the distance. He walks inside the castle gates. 


The hall of the castle is big. Paintings of morbid stuff on the wall, lit up candles shining some light in the 
darkness, a few statues, and a staircase. Varg sees a painting that catches his eye. It is a painting of a young, 
fair maiden and her lover. Blonde hair that falls down to her back, in a white dress, stained with blood. Her 
lover holds her, as it looks like she is dying, taking her last breaths. It is night in the painting, and they lay 


under a full moon. Underneath the painting is some writing. 
"Follow the moon, for it will lead you to your destiny.” 


Varg, looks up from the painting, to a window at the top of the staircase, where the moonlight is shining from. 


He goes up the staircase, hoping to find whatever, whoever it is he has come here for. 


Some minutes later, he comes to a hallway. At the end of the hallway, is a door. He runs to it. When he gets 
to it, he tries to open it, but to no avail 


"Shit, it is locked. How am | supposed to get it open?" 


He slumps down to the floor, and tries to think of a way to get the door open. He takes a look around the 
hallway. He sees a table, with a small jewelry box on it, underneath a window that catches his eye. 
"Hmm.maybe there is something in here that | can open the door with." 


He walks over to the table and opens the box. Inside, is a bunch of small silver and bronze keys. "Fuck..which 
one is it?" He looks at the keys, wondering which one would be able to unlock the door. He sees one in the right 
corner of the box at the top, that is silver and has sapphires on it. He picks this one up, and heads back to 
the door. "Please, let this be the one." He whispers to himself. He puts the key in the lock, and fortunately for 


him, the door unlocks. He smiles to himself. He opens the door and goes inside. 


The moonlight in this room, is more brighter. In the middle of the room is a bed. On the bed, lies a person who 
looks to be asleep. He walks up to the bed and his eyes widen in surprise when he sees who it is on the bed. 


It is Per Yngve Ohlin. His blonde hair, fanned out around his face, and his skin looked more paler. Varg put his 
hand on his shoulder, and shook it. 


"Hey, wake up." 

Nothing. 

He tries again. "Per, wake up." 

He keeps on doing this, but still, the Swede does not awake. 

"Pelle Ohlin, wake up! You have to! | came here for you so please, please wake up." 

But his eyes still don't open 

Varg puts his ear on his chest, and listens for a heartbeat. There is one, but it is weak. He sits up, with his 
hands on his shoulders, staring down at his sleeping face. Varg feels something strange inside him. Underneath 
the moonlight, Pelle, to Varg, seemed very different..beautiful. A slight blush goes to his cheeks. Why is he 
feeling this way? He pays no attention to the thoughts going through his mind and tries to think of a way to 
wake him up. 

"Hmm.this reminds me of something. Those fairy tales where a prince must wake the princess with true loves 
first kiss." He looks down at Pelle again. "Do | have to kiss him to wake up?" He brings his hand up to his cheek, 
and caresses it. "If its the only way to wake him up, then | have to. | can't leave him like this." 

He leans down and brings his warm lips, to Pelle’s cold lips. He remains like that for a minute or so, with his 
lips on Pelle's. He feels his start to move underneath his. He sits up, and sees his eyes start to open. He smiles 
down at him. A pair of blue eyes look up at him. 

"Thank goodness you're awake." Varg say this to Pelle, as he places his hand over his. 

Pelle sits up slowly, taking in his surroundings. He then looks to Varg again. 

"You came, for me." 


"Of course | did, why wouldn't 1?" 


Pelle smiles at him. "| knew you would come." 


He hugs Varg. 

"What?" Varg is confused 

"Don't you remember? We met, at the ball. We danced together. Don't you remember any of that?" 
Varg shakes his head. "I do not" He lays his head on Pelle's shoulder. "But | did come here to save you." 
"Im glad you did" Pelle snuggles more into him 


Varg likes this. Holding Pelle like this. He would like to be this way forever with him, but he knows that they 
have to get out of here. He pulls away from Pelle. "Who brought you here?" 


Pelle looks down. "It was him. The one who controlled me, tried to hurt me..but you stopped him before. | know 


you can again" 

"Who is he though? Is he here?" 

"| don't know if he is here or not...” 

"Well, if he isn't we better get out of here before he comes back Can you walk, stand up?" 


Pelle tries to stand up, but when he does he legs give up from under him. Varg catches him before he almost 


hits the floor. 
"It seems that | can not." 
"Well, I'll just have to carry you then" 


Varg picks him up in his arms, bridal style. 
"Okay, now lets go." 


He suddenly hears something from outside. Pelle's eyes go wide with fear. "It is him. The demon. He has 
returned” He starts to shake. Varg rubs his back trying to calm him. "Its okay. As long as | am here he won't 


be able to hurt you." 


The window in the room is shattered. A man, wearing a black cloak appears in front of them. When he looks up 
at them Varg's eyes widen in shock 


"Euronymous!?" 


Euronymous smirks at him. "Well, look who came to save their beautiful princess. The Count Grishnackh, Varg 


Vikernes." 


"Euronymous, why did you bring him here? Whats the point in all of this?" 
"You see Varg, you took away what was rightfully mine. He was supposed to be mine from the very beginning, 
ever since | first laid eyes upon him. But when you two met, he wanted you, and not me. You two spent more 


time with each other. So | had to bring him here, take him with me by force.” 


Varg gets in front of Pelle and pulls out his sword. "| won't let you hurt him Euronymous! He does not belong 
to youl" He turns to Pelle. "Stay over here while | fight him." He then starts walking towards Euronymous. 


Varg be careful, he is a demon. He is very strong.” Pelle warns him. 


Euronymous laughs. "So you want to fight me Varg? Hmm? Well, okay then" Euronymous then pulls out his 


sword. 


They fight. Steel clashing against steel. The fight seems as if it will last for eternity, for neither are willing to 
back down. Both fighting for the same thing. 


"Give up Varg. | am stronger than you." Euronymous hits Varg on his arm with his blade. 


Varg falls back, clutching his arm. He won't give up. He has to get Pelle out of here. "I won't give up 


Euronymous. Unlike you, | care about him. You could never feel for him like | do, you heartless demon" 


He then lifts his sword, with luck on his side, he fatally wounds Euronymous. He has stabbed him in the heart. 
He looks into the eyes of the demon as the life leaves them. His body then crumbles to dust. 


Varg falls to his knees. It is over. He has won. He has defeated Euronymous and saved Pelle. But when he turns 


around and sees Pelle lying face down on the floor, he knows that something is wrong. 


He goes to him, and scoops him up in his arms. He is still alive. But he is having trouble breathing, and Varg 
can hear his heartbeat growing weaker. 


"V-Varg.." Pelle whispers to him, looking into his eyes. 

"Pelle, what is wrong?" 

"Euronymous..He must have poisoned me.." 

"Is there any way that | can still save youl?" 

"l-'m afraid.that there.isn't..” Pelle tells him, his voice growing weak. 


Tears start to fall from Varg's eyes. "You can't die! You must live! l-l was supposed to save you, and yet. 


couldn't." Varg says this, holding Pelle close to him. Never wanting to let him go. 


Pelles moves his hand up to Vargs face, and tries to brush away the tears. "Please don't cry..We will be 
together again.someday. l-l love you..Varg.." And with these final words, he takes last breath, and dies in Varg's 


arms. 


"Nolll" Varg screams, his voice full of misery. He holds Pelles body, not wanting to leave, not wanting to go on 
in life anymore. Not without him. 


He then grabs the handle of a blade that is in his pocket, takes it out, and holds it up against his throat. "We 
will be together again soon my love, just wait for me." And after these final words, he presses the blade 
against his throat, and slits it. 
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Sweet Dreams, My Beautiful Angel 


Author's Notes: 
So this is chapter Il. There is a kiss scene in this chapter. Yes, Varg and Pelle finally kiss :D I'm not so great at 
describing kiss scenes, but | hope you guys will like it. Anyways, enjoy :) 


He felt as though he was underwater, he felt as though he couldn't breathe. He was trying to catch his 
breath. The last thing he saw before the crystal took them back to the present, was the frightened look on 
Oystein's face. He was about to shoot him with the rifle he had. He had pulled the trigger and bullet went right 
to his forehead, but it never made it. 

Pelle was kneeling down before him, looking at him with concern. "Varg..are you okay?" He asked. 

"He could have almost killed you." 


"| know. But I'm still alive." 


"Euronymous was almost about to kill you, again! And he wanted me to.help him torture you. To help him kill 
you." He looked at Pelle, as he was saying this. 


"But you didn't. You refused to help him." 

"Yes, | did. | would never, ever hurt you Pelle. You know that, right?" 

Pelle nodded his head. "Yes, | know." 

Varg looked away from him. "That bastard thinks he can get away with hurting you. | won't ever let him touch 
you ever again! I'll kill him.t'll fucking kill the son of a bitch!" He yelled, letting out a whole lot of rage that was 

deep inside of him. He was so angry. Angry at Euronymous because he would even think to lay a hand on Pelle. 
He wanted to kill the man so much right now. He was also angry at himself. "I should have been more careful. 

How can | be so fucking stupid! | am supposed to protect you and that bastard almost killed you!" 

"Varg, calm down Please!" 


"You could have almost died!" 


"Varg, look at me!" He lifted Vargs head up, and forced him to look at him. "I'm still alive, still breathing. Please, 


just calm down and take a few deep breaths." 


Varg buried his face into Pelle's chest and cried. Pelle wrapped his arms around him, trying to soothe him. 


"Pelle.l'm so scared.that | might not be able to.protect you." He said, his voice trembling. 
"Hts alright. Shh. Im here” 

"Stay with me.:tonight.don't leave me" 

"| won't. Im not going anywhere" 


Varg lifted his face from Pelle's chest and wiped his eyes. "Good. Even if you were planning on leaving | wouldn't 


let you. | need you to stay. Right here. With me." 
"| will" Pelle said, as he wrapped his arms around Vargs neck, looking into his eyes. "| will stay.” 


Varg was about to speak, but then he heard a voice from behind. "Well, finally. Now that is a very cute sight 


to behold" He turned around, and saw Tracey. In her cat form. 
"Tracey, | think you should go." He was speaking to her, telepathically. 
‘lm not scared of him attacking me Varg." 


"Varg, what are you looking at?" Pelle looked over to where Varg was looking at, and he saw her. "Oh no.l think 
your cat should go." 


"| think he's more scared of me than | am of him" 
Varg ignored her. "She won't listen me." 
"What do you mean she won't listen to you?" 


Varg sighed. "She's a pretty stubborn cat. She doesn't listen very well. Especially to me." He said looking at 
Tracey, and she just rolled her eyes. 


"She's lucky | don't have my knife." Pelle said to himself. "| never did like cats. Well, ever since that day. | saw a 


very strange looking cat. It had the same fur as yours. It had very strange eyes. They were violet! 

"My cat has violet eyes" 

Pelle locked at Tracey. "It can't be the same cat | tried to kill.[t can’t have lived this long. Thats impossible” 
"Pelle, this is the same cat. Tracey. 


"Yes, Varg?" She said, meowing at him. 


"Show him. Show Pelle what you really are." 

"Show me what?" 

“Alright. | might as well. He was bound to find out eventually." After she said that, she transformed back into 
her human form. Varg, had a huge smile on his face, and had to hold back his laughter, when he heard Pelle 
yell, who was staring at her in shock. 

"What? What is going onl? This..this is impossible!" 

"Well, you better believe what is going on here blondie." Tracey said, as she lit up a cigarette. "This is all real." 
Pelle turned to Varg. "Varg, what is she? She isn't a cat, and she certainly isn't a normal human" 

"What is normal anyways blondie?" Tracey said, with a smirk on her face. 

"Tracey! Thats enough." Varg, then spoke to Pelle. "You see, she is a witch. She has a grandmother, who is also 
a witch, who gave me the crystal. They're the ones who are helping me. Who brought me here, back to you." 
He said this, as he was stroking Pelle's cheek. 

Pelle, who leaned into the touch, was about to almost kiss Varg until Tracey interrupted them. 

"Okay, okay. Thats enough romance there you two lovebirds. You two are making me sick" 


"Shut up, Tracey." 


"Now thats not polite Varg." She said. 
"Anyways..Varg, | need to talk to you. In private please.” 


"Alright. I'll be with you in a minute Tracey.” He turned to Pelle. "You'll be alright by yourself will you?" 

"Of course | will." 

"Alright. I'll be back soon" He went over to Tracey, and they walked further into the woods. But not too far, so 
that Varg could make sure that Pelle was alright. From what Varg could see it looked like he was starting a 


fire, to help keep both him and Varg warm. 


"You seem to have a lot of anger issues." 


He turned to Tracey. 
"What? What do you mean?" 


"Well each time you have gone back or forwards in time, and Euronymous is there, you always end up wanting 


to kill him. So far, you have tried to kill twice. You must be really angry at him." 


"I am. | have a good reason to be too. 
"That is true. So have you told Pelle of your feelings towards him yet?" 

Varg shakes his head. "No. | haven't yet. Im still worried that he'll hate me" 

"Well, it seems pretty obvious to me that you both have feelings for each other’ 
"How do you know that?" 


"I can see what is going on when you go back or forwards in time. | may still be here, in the present time, but 


it doesn't mean that | can't see what is happening in the current time that you are in" 


They both stay quiet for a moment. Neither don't say anything for a few minutes, until Tracey breaks the 


silence. "You should tell him." 

"I know. | should. But what if its not what | really want?" 

She rolls her eyes at him. "Varg, | can tell that you do. This is your chance to be with him. Tell him how you 
feel, before its too late. Besides, seeing you with him will make me happy. It'll make me happy to know that | 
helped you two get together. Even if | couldn't help myself." 

"What do you mean by that?" 

She turns away from him. "Oh. Its nothing. Just thinking about my past is all.” 

"Tracey. If theres something bothering you right now, | would at least like you to tell me what it is." 

She turns to look at him again. Her face is one full of sadness. It looks as if tears are about to fall from her 
eyes, and her lip is quivering. “Alright.l'II tell you..You see | used to be in love with someone. We were very 
close, me and him, it was like no one could separate us from each other. But then, my grandmother started 
having me work with her." 

"What happened?" 

"Well, | was with her more, helping people who would come to her. My boyfriend would be wondering why | was 
away for so long, he even thought that | was cheating on him. | wanted to tell him what it was that | really 
did. But | was afraid that he wouldn't believe me or think that | was crazy." 

"Did you tell him?" 


She shakes her head. "He moved away to another country before | could tell him. | was going to a few days 


before he did, but | was too late. | don't know whats going on with him or how he is anymore.| just hope that 
he is okay. | know that | won't ever see him ever again" 


"Couldn't you use the crystal? To go back in time and change everything?" 

"There is a rule in the witches society. A rule that no witch should ever break A witch is only allowed to use 
her most powerful spells to help other people, she can't use them to help herself. So, even if | wanted to go 
back in time | couldn't. That is one downside to being a witch." 


‘lm sorry.! hope that things will get better." 


"They have. This happened many years ago, like in 1193. To answer your previous question, when you asked me 
how old | am, well, | am 42 years old. | was born in 1912." 


"Wow..you don't even look 42 years old. How long do you witches live for?" 

"We live for a very long time. The most we live up to is about 2000 years." 

"Holy shit...” 

"I know." She says, laughing. "My grandmother is past that. About 2003 years she is." 

"When was she born?" 

"| can't really remember. would have to ask her. Anyways, back to the main subject.Like | said, things have 
gotten better. Helping people in need, and doing other things in my life has made me happy. | do miss him every 
now and then, but somehow, | just know that he is okay and is happy too. Just seeing you and Pelle, knowing 
that you two feel the same way for each other, | want to see you two happy and want you two to be with 


each other." She places her hand on his shoulder. "It'll make me happy. Please, tell him." 


"Alright. | will. Thank you for the advice Tracey." He pulls her into a hug. She just laughs as he is hugging her. 
"Alright, not so tight now. You can let go of me now Varg." 


"Heh heh..Sorry." He says as he lets go of her. "Anyways, | better go back to him." 


"Okay, you do that. And Varg..You're the first person besides my grandmother that I've ever told that to. | 


consider you a very good friend. | hope that we can remain friends after everything.” 
"Me too." He smiles at her. They wave goodbye to each other. Tracey is going to go hunting, and Varg walks 
back over to Pelle. He is sitting in front of the fire, staring into the warm flames. He doesn't notice Varg, until 


he sits down beside him. 


"Hey." Varg says, smiling at him. 


"Hey... 
Varg knows that there is something wrong, just from the tone of his voice. "Whats wrong?" 


"Nothing..." 
"Yes there is something wrong. Tell me. You didn't hurt yourself did you?" 


"What?! Nol | didn't" 
"Then what is wrong?" 
Pelle looks at him. "Its just that.there is something | want to tell you.but | don't know if | should or not” 


Varg knows what it is that he wants to tell him. He knows that Pelle feels the same way as he does for him. 
He decides that now is the time, that he should tell Pelle his feelings. "There is something | need to tell you 


too. 
Pelle turns around so that he is facing him. "What is it?" 


Varg doesn't say anything. What he does next takes Pelle by surprise. He leans in and he kisses him. He is 
finally kissing him. Pelle, doesn't know what to do, it happened so fast. For a moment he doesn't kiss back, but 
after a few seconds he does. The kiss is slow and sweet. While kissing Pelle, Varg scoots him up into his lap, 
and places one hand on his back, rubbing small circles on it. Pelle has both of his hands in his hair, he lets out 
a small, quiet moan as he feels Vargs other hand tracing over his rear end. He feels Varg's tongue running 
over his bottom lip. He opens his mouth, letting him gain access. Their tongues dance around with each other 


inside, each wanting to dominate over the other. Pelle lets out another moan, as Varg is still kissing him. 
After a while kissing, they both separate, finally coming up for air. Varg looks into Pelle's light, blue eyes, as he 
traces his finger over his cheek. Pelle stares right back into his eyes, his hands still tangled in Varg's brown 


hair. 


"That is what | wanted to tell you. | wanted to tell you ever since | first met you. Pelle, | don't know how to 
explain this..it might sound crazy to you.." Varg said, laughing. 


"| like crazy." Pelle said, with a smile on his face. 
Varg laughed again. "Haha..Well, alright. I'll tell you. You see, | think | might be falling in love with you Pelle." 
He felt the Swede's cheeks warm up. Pelle didn't say anything for a moment. Varg thought that he might have 


ruined his chance for a relationship with him, until Pelle kissed him again. It was a small little peck. Not a long, 


and passionate one like before. "I think | might be falling in love with you too." 


Varg smiled. He moved his one hand down to Pelle's and held onto it. "I'm glad. Just being with you Pelle, it 
makes me happy.’ 


"Being with you makes me happy too, Varg. I'm glad that you have showed and told me everything that | 


needed to know. Just knowing so much more about you makes me see you as a different person’ 


Varg kissed his forehead. "Good. Anyways, | better go put out the fire. Its getting late, we better get some 
sleep, and we don't need the forest burning down" He got up and went to put out the fire. 


After a few minutes, it was out. He then went back to Pelle. He scooted him up in his arms, and laid them 
down together against a tree. Pelle snuggled into him, as Varg pulled the blanket over them, and wrapped his 


arms around his waist, protectively. 


Varg stayed awake for a little bit, making sure that Pelle would fall asleep. It didn't take long for his breathing 


to even out, and Varg knew that he was asleep. He leaned down and whispered into his ear. 


‘| love you, Per Yngve Ohlin. I'll be here to keep you safe. No one will ever hurt you, as long as | am here. | 


won't ever leave your side." He whispered, quietly. 

He felt the vocalist move against him, and he heard a small, quiet voice. "I love you too, Varg Vikernes." 

Varg couldn't help but feel more warm inside, like he had never felt for a long time. He smiled. He knew that 
they would be together and that everything would be alright. He kissed the top of Pelle's head once more. He 


laid his head on top of his, and closed his eyes, wanting to dream of a future with the Swede. 


"Sweet dreams, my beautiful angel." 


Waiting For a Miracle 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter IT everyone! :D Hope you enjoy it! :) 


Euronymous, ran back stage as soon as he saw Dead, running back there. He could hear Jorn and Jan following 
him. He saw Pelle, trip over some wires before he made it to his room. He went to go pick him up. "You did 
fucking great Dead! | am so proud of youl | knew you would give our fans the show they wanted!" 
"Ughh..what?.." Pelle, only groaned a bit. He couldn't make out who it was that was speaking to him. It must 
have been one of the others. He felt his arm being wrapped around someone's shoulder, and he felt the other 
person's hand on his waist. His whole world was spinning. He felt very dizzy. He could barely even keep his eyes 
open. He felt himself being carried off, helping him to walk. 

Jorn came running up to them. "Oystein, thank goodness! Let me help you carry him!" 

"Don't worry, | got him. Come on Dead. Lets get you to the reporters." 

"Wha.huh..2" 

"Oystein no! We need to get him to the hospital! Can't you see that hes losing lots of bloodl?" 

"We'll take care of that after." 

"He needs help now!" 

Euronymous just ignored him, as he carried Pelle outside. When they got out there, there were a bunch of 
reporters waiting outside to ask questions, and shove their cameras right into Pelle's face. The lights from the 
cameras blinded him, and his head hurt, from hearing all the screaming coming from these people. Henri was 


among them. 


Jorn, came up behind Oystein, and grabbed Pelle from him. "Euronymous! He doesn't need this! He needs to go 


to the hospitall" 
"Well, take him there then" 
"You're not going to help him!?" 


‘lm staying right here to answer these reporters questions.” 


"Shows how much you care about him." He lifted Pelle up a bit more onto him. He then carried him to his car, 


as fast as he could, with some of the reporters following him. Jan was waiting by the car. 

"Come on, hurry!" 

"Wait!" Jorn heard someone scream behind him. He turned around and saw Henri. "Oh no..not now.Here, get Pelle 
in the car and put a towel on his arm to help stop the bleeding." He said, as he was handing Pelle to Jan. He 
then turned to talk to Henri. "Listen, please go away!" 

"| just want to speak to Dead!" 

"Well, he can't talk right now. We need to get him to the hospital.” 

"But can't | just show you something before you go?" 

"What is it?" 

"| recorded the concert." 


"Really? The whole concert?" 


"Yes. | even got footage of Dead cutting himself up on stage. Its all right here on this tape." He said, waving a 


video tape in Jorn's face. 

"Can | see that for a moment?" 

"What for? You won't be able to watch it now." 

"L can check it out when | get back to the motel. Then I'll mail it back to you." 


"Well, alright. Here." Henri handed the tape to Jorn 


Jorn stared down at the tape with disgust. He couldn't let people see this, especially Varg. He knew that it 
would break his heart, to watch this footage. "So, is this the only footage there is of the concert." 


"Yes it is. The other reporters in the arena were only taking pictures. | was the only one recording it." Henri 
smiled, feeling proud of himself. 


"Well, good.” Jorn threw the tape down on the ground, smashing it. 
"Hey! No! What are you doing!?" 


"Destroying it" 


"But why!" 


‘Our fans and people close to Pelle don't need to see this shit! They don't need to see him actually cutting 
himself up!" 


"| could sue you for this!" 


"Go right ahead! Now if you'll excuse me | need to get my friend to the hospital” He got inside the front seat 
of the car. 


Pelle was still awake, mumbling to himself. "Tonight is the night, that | will go to Transylvania" 
"Pelle stop that! You're not going to die at all tonight! Do you understand mel?" 


Pelle didn't hear a word he just said, for he kept on speaking. "I'll see you again soon, my moon." 


"Don't talk like that. You'll be alright." Jan said, speaking to him, still holding the towel on his arm. "Lets get out 


of here, now!" 


"Alright" Jorn started up the car. They were leaving the arena. Henri got in the way at one point, and Jorn 
was almost ready to hit him. 


They were far away from the arena now. Heading to the nearest hospital. When they stopped at a red light, 


Jorn checked in the mirror, to make sure Pelle was alright. "Is he still alive back there Jan?" 


"Yeah, he is. Just unconscious right now, | believe." He shook Pelle's shoulder. "Pelle, are you still awake? If you 


are answer Me. 


Pelle opened his eyes a little. Everything was all blurry around him. There was no more screaming which was 


good. His thoughts were only focused on one thing, "Varg.] need. Varg.." 

"He's not here right now Pelle" 

'|-Lneed to.sp-speak.o him." 

"First your arm needs to get stitched up, then you can talk to him 

"Uhh. Varg.Uh." He closed his eyes. Jan shook him a little trying to wake him up, but he couldn't 
"| think he's lost consciousness now. Are we almost there?" 


"I can see it right ahead. Just hold on Pelle, we're almost there. | know you can make it through this." He said, 


speaking to Pelle, even though he was unconscious. "He has to make it. If not for us, then for Varg. He just has 


to." He thought to himself. 


They pulled up in the parking lot of the hospital. Jorn got out of the front seat, and went to go open the door 
to the backseat. "Here, hand him to me. I'll carry him." 


"Alright" Jan handed Pelle to him. He then got out of the car. They ran over to the front doors of the 
hospital. They went inside. Jorn saw a nurse sitting at the front desk. She noticed them walking up to the desk. 
"Is there anything you need with?" 

"Well, obviously! Are you blind?" 

"Okay, no need to be rude." 

"Listen, our friend here needs help." 

"Whats wrong with him?" 

"He cut himself tonight. The wound is very deep, and it won't stop bleeding. He losing lots of blood!" 

"Hold on. Let me call the doctor." She picked up the phone on the desk, dialing the doctors number. "Doctor Dahl, 
we have an emergency here. Someone needs your help. Yes. Yes, alright." She then hung up the phone. "Doctor 


Dahl will be down here in a minute." 


They waited a few minutes for the doctor to come down. They heard footsteps coming down the hallway, and 


then turned to see a tall man, with short, black hair, and wearing a white lab coat. 
"Hello. | am doctor Dahl. What seems to be the problem?" 


Jorn walked up to him. "Our friend is losing lots of blood. He cut himself to night. The wound is very deep, it 
won't stop bleeding. | think he needs stitches." 


"Hold his arm out so | can see." 


Jorn held Pelle's arm out. The doctor removed the towel from it. He saw the scar that was still bleeding. 


"Hmm..yes that is pretty bad. He'll need stitches. Was this an accident or was it on purpose?” 
"On purpose. We were playing a concert tonight, and before we went on stage, him and another band mate of 
ours got into a fight. It really upset him. Plus being away from someone he loves and the stress of the tour 


also played into it as well." 


"I see. Well, we'll be able to help him. Irene, could you and some other nurses go get a stretcher?" 


"Yes, doctor." She then got up to go get one. They waited a few minutes for her to get back. After a few 
minutes of waiting, she came back with one. Jorn placed Pelle on it. He was still unconscious. "You'll be alright 
Pelle. The doctor is going to help you now." He said, as he moved his hair on his forehead. His makeup was a 
mess. He would clean it when they were finished stitching his arm up. 

Him and Jan, watched as the doctors took him to the emergency room. Jorn walked over to a desk, and asked 
the nurse there if there was a phone he could use. She told him where the nearest phone in the hospital was. 
He went to go find it. When he found it, he picked it up, and dialed their homephone number. It rang two times, 
and then Varg answered. 

"Hello? Pelle?" 

"Hey Varg. Its not Pelle, its me. Jorn 

"Jorn. Where is Pelle? Is he okay?" 

"He's in the emergency room right now." 

"What!? What happened to him!?" 

"Well, during the concert he cut himself up on stage." 

"Shit! Why? He promised me he wouldn't hurt himself!" 

"I know. He has been pretty stressed out lately. And tonight, it seems that he couldn't handle things anymore." 
"How bad is the wound?" 

"Pretty bad. He lost a lot of blood They're stitching it up right now. He should be alright after.” 


| hope so. So whats going to happen now?" 


"We're canceling the tour. We're going to try to get the next flight back to Krakstad either tomorrow or the 
day after." 


"Good. He needs to be back here, with me. He's not ready to go on tour yet, especially with him like this, 


without me." 
"I know. Anyways, if he wakes up tonight, I'll have him call you." 
"Alright. | need to talk to him." 


"You're not angry with him are you." 


"No. I'm not. | could never be angry with him. I'm just disappointed, and very worried for him. He needs me a 
whole lot right now. So Im glad that you guys are coming home. Heh. know that Euronymous won't be very 


happy to find out the tour is cancelled" 


"Fuck him. He shouldn't be so worried about this damn tour. He needs to be more worried about Pelle's mental 


health, and safety." 


"You already know he doesn't. He doesn't care for him at all. He would rather hurt him, then do anything to 
help him." 


"I know." Jorn said, sighing. "Anyways, I'll call you if he wakes up." 
"Alright. | hope he does. If not, I'll see you guys soon" 


After they were finished talking, Jorn hung up the phone. He then went back to the waiting room. It took about 
almost a half hour, and then they were finally finished. Jorn ran up to the doctor. "Is he alright doctor Dahl?" 


"He's fine now. We were able to stop the bleeding. His arm is stitched up. It'll take a while for it to heal. The 


only downside is that he won't be able to use it as well as he used to." 
“Alright. Is he awake? Can we go see him?" 
"He hasn't woken yet. He should soon. But he'll be very tired” 


“Alright. Come on Jan" He motioned for Jan to follow him. They went to the room where Pelle was. They walked 


in. Pelle, was lying on the bed. He was awake now. There was an IV tube in his arm, giving him blood. 

They walked up to him. "Pelle, we're so glad that you're okay." Jorn said. 

"We were scared that you wouldn't make it" 

"Jorn.Jan.Where am |?" 

"You're at the hospital. They had to give you stitches." 

Pelle sat up as they were speaking to him. "I need to call Varg." 

"Hold on" Jan went to go get the phone, that was in the room. He dialed the number and then handed it Pelle. 


Pelle held it up to his ear, with his good arm, as he waited for Varg to answer. He answered after two rings. 


Jorn and Jan went outside. They were going to call the airport, to schedule a flight for tomorrow. 


"Hello?" 

"Varg." 

"Pelle. You're awake. l'm so glad that you're okay." 

"Me too." Pelle said, smiling. 

"I know what happened. | wish you didn't do that to yourself love." 

"| wasn't thinking. | just.. just felt so numb. It was the only way | could think of to get rid of the pain" 
| wish | could have been there for you." 

"I do too." Pelle was crying now. "I'm so sorry Varg. | broke my promise to you." 

"Pelle, baby. Please don't cry. I'm not mad at you. I'm just very worried for you is all.” 

| need to be with you Varg. | can't stand being so far away from you." 


"Well, you don't need to worry. The tour is going to be cancelled. You're coming back home soon. We'll be with 


each soon, love." 

| can't wait. | need to feel your arms around me again. | just feel so cold without you." 

"Aww. Pelle. I'll make sure to help you feel warm again. | love you so much my angel.” 

"| love you too." Pelle said, smiling. 

"Anyways, | better let you go now. You need to get some sleep." 

"Alright. | hope to see you tomorrow." 

"Me too. Goodnight Pelle." 

"Goodnight Varg." 

Pelle hung up the phone when he was finished. Jorn came back in the room, a few minutes after. He took the 
phone from him, and placed it back where it was. "We're leaving for Krakstad tomorrow morning. At 9 am. Do 


you think you can handle the trip back?" 


"| think so." 


"Good. Anyways, you get to sleep. | have to go talk to Oystein. He's outside in the waiting room." 
"Great" 


"Don't worry about him. He's not going to bother you tonight" He said, as he was walking out of the room, 
turning off the lights. 


He walked over to Oystein, who was sitting in a chair in the waiting room. He looked up, as soon as he saw Jorn 
coming in. "Is he alright?" 


‘Oh, so now you care about him?" 


"Just answer my question" 


"He's alright, if you really want to know so much. He's asleep now." 

"Alright" 

Jorn sat down next to him. "Oystein, the tour is cancelled. We leave for Krakstad tomorrow." 
"Are you fucking kidding me?" 

"No, l'm not. Pelle can't handle it anymore. We're not going to tour again until he gets better" 
"Great. Just fucking great" 


Jorn couldn't stand to hear Oystein complain more. He needed to go out for a smoke. 


It was morning. They had left the hospital a few hours ago. They were driving down the road, towards the 
airport. There were woods surrounding them. Jorn and Oystein were sitting in the front, while Pelle and Jan 
were in the back. Jorn and Oystein were arguing. Jan kept quiet and so did Pelle. He was staring out the window, 


looking out at the woods they were passing by. 

He still felt numb to everything going on around him, even after he talked to Varg last night. He was very 
tired. He didn't sleep well during the night, without Varg's arms wrapped around him, to make him feel better. 
His arm hurt. Doctor Dahl gave him some medication to help with the pain. 

"| don't see why we had to cancel the tour" 


"I told you why Oystein. We can't continue the tour with him like this. We need to help him get better.’ 


"Fuck that! We don't have the money to afford therapy for him!" 


‘lm not saying we should have him see a psychiatrist.” 

"Whats the point of even helping him anyways!? If the little shit wants to die let him!" 
"Oystein! What the fuckl?" 

"Thats not very nice to say Euronymous" Jan said. 

| don't care! It would make everything a whole lot easier if he actually was dead!" 

‘| can't believe what l'm hearing from you. Don't you care about him?" 


"Not anymore. | rather we have a new vocalist instead of him. If he wants to die, then let him. We should have 


just left him there backstage, instead of helping him." 


Pelle couldn't take it anymore. He needed to get out of this damn car, away from everyone. "Jorn, stop the 


car!" 


The car screeched to a halt, after Jorn heard Pelle scream those words. As soon it stopped, Pelle opened the 


door and ran out into the woods. 
"Pelle! Pelle, get back here now!" He got of the car. He was going to get him. "Jan, Oystein, come on!" 


Jan got out of the car too. He looked back at Oystein who wasn't getting out. "Aren't you going to help us find 


him?" 

"No. Let him go. Maybe he'll commit suicide out there, and spare us all this trouble." 

"Fuck you then" He then ran into the woods, to help Jorn search for Pelle. They called out for him, hoping that 
he would answer. It didn't take them long to find him. They saw him, hanging onto a rail over a cliff. He was 
ready to jump. He didn't care about anything anymore. Everything was such a mess. 

"Pelle, what the fuck are you doing!? Get down from there!" 


"Stay back! | will jump, if you two come any closer!" 


"Come on Pelle, don't be stupid!” Jorn reached out his hand towards him. "Take my hand. Just climb over the 
rail, and everything will be alright” 


"No it won't be! No matter how hard | try | can never get better. Oystein is right. | deserve to die. Death is 


the only thing | deserve. No one will miss me, when I'm gone." 


“Thats not true! Theres a whole lot of people who'll miss you!" 


"Like whol?" 


"Your family, your friends in Sweden. They wouldn't want you to take your own life Pelle. They would be 
devastated to find out if you did" 


"We would miss you too Pelle." Jan said. 


"We're your friends too. We care about you." 

Pelle, was about to let go of the rail that he was hanging onto, until he heard a familiar name. His name. 
"Pelle, please listen! Varg, especially him, he would miss you." 

"V-Varg.." Pelle, whispered. 


"Yes, Varg. He would be heartbroken if he found out you killed yourself. Him coming back here, from the 
future, to try and save you.iT would all be for nothing." 


Pelle was shaking so much, as he looked down at the water below. Jorn still held out his hand towards him. He 
took it. He climbed over the rail, and back to safety. He couldn't die, not just yet. He needed to keep living. For 
his friends, his family, for Varg, and for himself. 


Jorn had his arms wrapped around him, letting him cry into his chest. As soon as he felt him calm down, he 
lifted his face from his chest, and pulled him away from him. He looked at him, placing his hand on his 
shoulder. "Come on. Lets get back to the car." 


Pelle nodded his head. They walked back in silence. Oystein saw them, as they were coming back. He smirked 


when he saw Pelle. 
"Well, | see the freak didn't decide to off himself yet, huh?" 
"Shut the fuck up, Oystein! No more from you, alright?" 


Euronymous didn't say anymore. Neither of them did, on the rest of the way to the airport. 


It took about almost an entire day, for the flight to get to Krakstad. Sonja, Oystein's girlfriend, had picked them 
up from the airport. They arrived at the house shortly after. Jorn called Varg, to tell him what happened. He 
was very upset when he heard that Pelle tried to commit suicide. He would talk him when he got back. 


Euronymous stayed in the car with Sonja. He was going to stay with her for the night. The others walked up 
onto the porch. Jorn unlocked the door, and they headed inside. 


As soon as Varg saw that they were home, he ran up to them. When he saw Pelle, his eyes lit up with joy. He 
was so happy to see him. 


"Pelle!" 
"Varg!" Pelle had a huge smile on his face, tears in his eyes, as he ran up to Varg. 


They embraced each other. Pelle held onto to Varg, as if his life depended on it. Varg leaned down and kissed 
him. It had been so long. They were finally with each other again. 


"| don't ever want to leave you, ever again" Pelle whispered in Varg's ear. 


"Good. Because l'm never letting you go, for a long time." He whispered back, stroking the Swede's hair. He 


picked him up, and carried him upstairs. He wouldn't let them be apart, ever again. 


A Night of Passion and Love 
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Varg carried Pelle up to their room. When they reached it, he opened door, and walked in, with Pelle in his 
arms. He walked over to the bed, and set Pelle down on it. He then went back to the door, closing and then 
locking it. He stood there in front of it, with his eyes closed, thinking of what he should say first, now that 
they were alone together. Pelle came up behind him and wrapped his arms around him, laying his head on his 
shoulder. Varg closed his hands over Pelles. Pelle went to kiss him but Varg moved his head away. 


"Pelle.." 

"Varg." 

Varg didn't say anything. He didn't know what to say. He was at a loss for words. Pelle, his angel, tried to 
commit suicide..twice. Twice! He could almost understand why he would want to the first time, but the second 
time..He just didn't understand. Why would he even think about it a second time? How could Pelle forget that 
there were so many people that cared about him? How could he forget that he was here, waiting for him to 
come back, and that he would make everything all better. He would do anything to make the pain go away. To 
make sure, that the love of his life, was safe. 


"Varg..you're quiet..please..talk to me." 


Varg turned around to face him. He looked into the Swede's eyes, that were full of so much concern for him. 


"Pelle.we need to talk" 

"About what?" 

"About you, trying to commit suicide a second time. Why were you almost about to kill yourself again?" 

"I-L. dont know.." 

"Yes you do know. Tell me. Now." 

"I-L.| couldn't feel anything..even after talking to you. | couldn't think straight.my mind was a mess. Oystein and 


Jorn were arguing in the car, and | just couldn't take it anymore. | completely forgotten about everything at 


that moment, and all | wanted was to die." 


"But how could you forget about me? My love for you?" 


"Like | said. was thinking at all" Pelle whispered, not daring to look at him. He was too afraid to look at him 
now. His eyes welled up tears, as he stared down at the floor. "I was so stupid! I'm such a fuck up. | don't 
deserve you Varg, because in the end, even if you do save me, | might end up hurting you. You might save me 


from Euronymous, but.| don't know if you'll be able to save me from myself" 


"Well, l'm going to do everything | can to save you." He kissed the top of Pelle's forehead, wiping away the 
tears from his eyes. "You mean so much to me Pelle. You are everything to me. And no, you're not a fuck up. 
You are an amazing, talented, and beautiful person. | love you Per Yngve Ohlin. You are my angel, the very 
reason why | am still breathing. | know it sounds so stupid, but without you, | am nothing. | would die, without 


you in my life." 


"Varg..You are the reason for me being alive, the reason why | am changing so much. When I'm with you, | feel 
more alive. You were the missing piece, to my soul. And now, here in this life, you have finally come for me. To 


save me. | love you, so much. Words can't express how | feel for you. You are my life, my everything." 


Varg kissed him. After he kissed Pelle, he leaned down, on his knees, and reached into his pocket. "Per, my 
beautiful angel, | want to spend the rest of my life with you. Forever." He held out a small box, that had dark, 
blue velvet fabric on it. "I know you feel the same. Pelle, what | want to ask you is..will you marry me?" He 


opened the box. Inside, was a small silver ring, that had a sapphire diamond. 
Pelle's eyes went wide. "V-Varg.I-l.where did you get you get the money to afford this ring?" 
"Don't worry about that, just answer my question. Well?" Varg stared up at him, looking into his eyes. 


Pelle was blushing so much right now. "Y-yes. Yes | will marry you Varg. But do we really need a piece of 


paper to show our love for each other?" 


"No, we don't" Varg said, laughing. "But | want to do this. | want to marry you." He placed the ring on Pelle's 
finger. It was loose, because his finger was so thin and boney, but it still fit to where it wouldn't fall off. 


They smiled at each other. Each of them looking into the other's eyes. Varg kissed Pelle again. Pelle ran his 
hands through his hair, gently pulling at it. Varg picked Pelle up, and carried him to the bed. 


They made out for a while in the bed. Varg was on top of Pelle, his hands running up his shirt, and grinding 
down against him, sending shivers down his spine. Tonight, they would do it. They would make love to each 
other. He would be as gentle as he can, because he knew that there would be pain at first for Pelle. He was 


going to make sure that he enjoyed this, just as much as him. 


Pelle moaned with pleasure, rubbing himself up against Varg, and arching into his touch. Varg had his mouth on 
his neck, lightly sucking at it, and biting down, drawing some blood. 


"Nghh..Ah..Varg.." 


Varg pinched at his nipples, drawing out another moan from the Swede. Pelle leaned up, and took his shirt off. 
Varg did the same. Varg went back to kissing him again, his hand trailing down Pelle's inner thigh. The Swede 
shivered at the touch. Varg unzipped his jeans, and lowered them down his legs, throwing them on the floor 


when he finally got them off. 

He stared down, at the beautiful creature beneath him. Pelle's cheeks were flushed with red, his hair was in 
face. Varg moved it away so he could see his eyes. He leaned down to kiss him again. His hand moved 
underneath his boxers, grabbing his thick, hard cock. 


"Ah.Mmm..." Pelle moaned. "Varg..Please..!-I.." 


Varg jacked him off slowly, moving his hand up and down his hard erection. "What is it that you want my 


love?" 
"Varg.mmm.| need you." 


Varg leaned down, and whispered into his ear. "Say it Pelle. Say that you want my long, hard cock inside you.” 


His licked at his earlobe. He could feel the vocalist, trembling beneath him, in pleasure. 
"Nggh..Varg.Nghh.| need it.l need your cock.Inside me." 


After Varg heard those words, come from the Swede's lips, he got up off the bed, and went over the desk in 


the room. 

"What are you doing?" Pelle asked 

Varg came back, and crawled back on top of him. "Was just getting some lubricant, that way so it'll make it 
easier for me to go in" He then took off Pelle's boxers, throwing them aside when he got them off. He then 
took the cap off of the bottle, and coated his fingers with some lubricant. "Let me know if you enjoy this, 
okay?" 


Pelle nodded his head. Varg then moved his fingers down to his ass, rubbing small circles around his hole with 


his index finger. He then stuck it inside, making small circular movements. 

Pelle moaned, loud, at being prodded by the finger. He mewled at the feeling of being stretched by it, the tight 
muscles clenching down, around it. Varg then added a second, then a third. Slowly stretching the Swede's tight 
hole. He loved hearing the sweet, loud moans, and staring down at his face, which was contorted in pleasure. 


"V-Varg..st-stop teasing me.." Pelle moaned, feeling Varg's fingers hitting his prostate. 


Varg pulled his fingers out. He took off his jeans and boxers, throwing them on the floor with Pelle's clothes. 


He then covered his cock in a coat of lubricant. They were both completely naked now. Varg lined his cock up, 


with Pelle's ass. "Are you ready?" 


Pelle nodded his head. He wrapped his legs around Varg's waist. Varg held onto his hand. "I'm going to go in 
slowly. | don't want to hurt you. Just take a deep breath, and try to bare with it” 


"Alright" 


Varg then slowly, went in. It hurt. It hurt a lot. Pelle screamed, at the feeling of Varg's cock going inside him. 
Tears were running down his face. Varg kissed him on his collar bone, trying to help him forget the pain. 


"Are you okay?" He asked, his voice full of concern. 
"l-Im alright.keep going." 


Varg kept going in, until his cock was fully sheathed inside Pelle's ass. He was shaking beneath him, biting down 
on his lip. Varg gave him some time to adjust, until he figured it was alright for him to start moving. 


Pelle enjoyed the feeling of Varg's cock moving inside him. Varg grabbed his hips, holding onto him. Pelle leaned 
up to kiss him. They kissed hungrily, each savoring the taste of the other. Pelle, let out a loud scream, when 
Varg's cock hit his prostate. 


It feels so good. He is seeing stars. He would love to spend an eternity with Varg, like this. "Ah! Right there! 
Ah.Ngghh..Varg.." He was getting close, he could feel it. With Varg hitting him, in that perfect spot, sending 


spasms of pleasure through him. He didn't know how long he would last for. 


"You're so beautiful like this, Pelle." Varg whispered, leaning down so he could suck on his neck again. "I love 


hearing every sound of pleasure, coming from the sweet mouth of yours." 


"Varg..don't stop.l'm so close.." Small but loud whimpers, escaped his throat, as his prostate was being brushed 
against Varg's cock. Varg moved faster now, hitting his prostate with more force. He felt his stomach tighten, 
his vision going white, as he came. It felt amazing. It was one of the most wonderful feelings he had ever 


experienced. "Varg..A-Ahhll" 


Varg thrusted into him a few more times, he felt the vocalist's tight muscles clenching down around his cock, 
trembling beneath him as he came. Just hearing Pelle, screaming his name, was enough to bring him to his own 
orgasm. He came inside the Swede, his warm, hot cum hitting his prostate. Pelle cried out, as the hot fluid hit 


his nerves, making him moan and whimper, during the after pleasure. 

Varg collapsed on top of him, shaken by the last spasms of pleasure. He could feel the Swede's breathing 
coming in short breaths, and his heartbeat pounding through his chest. Varg leaned up to kiss him again. They 
had did it. Their love was finally complete. 


"That was amazing." Pelle said, smiling. Staring into Varg's eyes. 


‘lm glad that you enjoyed it, love. We'll be doing this quite often now." He said, kissing his forehead. "Come on, 
lets go clean up before we go to bed" He sat up, picking up Pelle's lithe frame, carrying him to the bathroom. 
He turned on the shower, waiting for the water to warm up. Once it did, they both went in to clean 
themselves up, after they're love making. After they finished, they got out of the shower, drying themselves 
off, and getting dressed. 


They walked back to their room. They lied down on the bed. Varg had his arms, wrapped around Pelle's waist 
resting his head upon his shoulder. He kissed him, down the back of his neck. Pelle let out, small, quiet purring 
sounds as he did this. They were about to fall asleep until they heard a knocking sound at the door. 

"Come inl" Varg said. 

The door opened. It was Jorn. "Hey, next time you two have sex, could you please keep it down? Especially in 
the middle of the night. Some of us are trying to sleep here." He then shut the door, leaving the both of them, 
a bit embarrassed. 


They laughed quietly for a few minutes, after what just happened. "I don't know if | can keep quiet." Pelle said. 


"| don't want you to be either." Varg said, yawning. "We better go to sleep now. Pretty tired after everything. 


He rubbed small circles on Pelle's back, lulling him to sleep. "I love you, Pelle.” 


"I love you too, Varg" He would finally get a good nights sleep. Knowing that he was safe, in Varg's arms. He 
couldn't be more happier. He knew that everything would be alright: 


A Journey to the Past 
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When Pelle opened his eyes, he saw that him and Varg were surrounded by a bunch of trees. They were in a 
forest. "We're still in Norway, we've just traveled further back in time." Varg explained to him. 


"Are we going to a castle or something?" 


Varg shook his head. "No, not exactly. But | could take you to one if you want. You see, we're going to a 
festival thats being held near one." 


"Do you really think we'll actually find one though?" 


"We might. Now come on, love. Get on the horse." Next to them was a brown, chestnut horse. It looked like the 


same horse from Varg's dream. He helped him onto it, and then he got on it. 

"You need to make your voice sound more feminine." Varg told him, as they traveled down the road. 

"I still dont see why | have to be the woman though." 

"Come on, just try To make your voice more feminine.” 

“Alright. How this then?" Pelle asked, his voice sounding a bit different. 

"Thats good. I'm sure the people will be convinced then" 

"| still think that we might get ourselves killed” 

They traveled down the road they were on, for at least about a few miles. They were almost out of the 
woods, and about to be crossing a bridge soon, until Varg heard the sound of hooves up ahead of them. 
‘Someone's coming. Stay on horse, just in case this person decides to attack us." He got off the horse, and 
pulled out his sword, waiting for the other person to come into view. What he saw next surprised him. 

The person who he saw, was someone that he and Pelle knew. It was Fenriz. Except he was wearing clothes just 
like theirs, and was on top of grey horse. "Whoa stranger. There is no need to pull out your sword. | don't want 


to fight with you." 


"Who are you?" Varg asked, even though he knew who this person was. 


"I am Fenriz. Who are you two?" 

‘lam Varg, and this is my wife Pella" Pelle rolled his eyes at his new nickname. "We come from Sweden" 
"You've traveled all the way from Sweden to Norway?" 

"Yes. We wanted to live some place new, so we've decided to come to Norway.’ 


"Well, you picked a good country to live in" Fenriz said, smiling. "There's a festival thats not far from here. 


Some of my friends are there. Would you like to come with me and join us in our celebration?" 

"We would love to." Varg said, as he got back on top of his horse. "Lead the way." 

And so they followed him to the festival. 

"So, Pella huh?" Pelle whispered to him, so that Fenriz couldn't hear them. 

"| couldn't think of anything else." 

"Very creative Varg" 

"| just can't believe that Fenriz is here." 

"Do you think the others will be too?" 

"Its possible. Maybe we had past lives." 

"It will be weird, meeting someone who is also me." 

They traveled for another few miles, until they made it to an open area, where a festival was being held. 
There was a lot of food, drinks, and some music played. There was some people dancing, drinking, eating, and 
playing games. They recognized a few there. Jorn, Jan and Oystein were among them. They also saw that there 
was another Pelle with them too. He was sitting at a table, not speaking to anyone. He looked as if he was 
waiting for someone. 

Fenriz walked them over to the table, where their friends, were sitting at. 

"Who are these people you brought with you Fenriz?" Oystein asked. 


"They don't look like they're from around here. Never seen them before." Jorn said. 


"Everyone, this is Varg, and his wife Pella They came from Sweden. | met them on the road, and decided to 


bring them to our festival.” 
"Well, welcome to Norway you two. Here sit down. Have a drink" Jorn said. 


They sat down at the table with them. Jan poured them a couple of drinks. They talked with the others, except 
the other Pelle, who was basically quiet the whole time. 


"You know Varg, you look like someone who we know." Jan said. 

"Really? Who?" 

“Someone else who has the same name as you. Are you sure you're not his long lost twin?" 
"Hmm.Maybe | could be." 


"You know speaking of Varg..| wonder where he could be now. Didn't he say he was coming to the festival 


today?" Jan asked Oystein, who was talking to a young, brunette girl. 


"Yeah, he did say that he was. He said he'll be here a bit late though. Said he has some things to do before he 


comes." 
"Well, thats too bad. He missing out on a great celebration" Jan said, taking a sip of his drink 


It was getting dark, and the festival was still going on. Some fireworks were going off now. Varg and Pelle, 


decided to excuse themselves from the table. They wanted to be alone together. 
"Where are you two going?" Fenriz asked. 


"We're just going to go down near lake we passed by. Me and my wife want to spend some time alone with 


each other." 
"Ah, | see. Well, have fun. Try not to be too loud" Fenriz said, winking at them. 


“Alright, we'll try not to be." He grabbed Pelle's hand, leading him into the forest, away from the others. When 
they were sure that they were out of hearing distance, Pelle started speaking. 


"I can't believe that we have past lives. Do you think they're in love with each other like we are." 


"Its possible. but for some reason | doubt it. The reason why we're together is because | came back in time, 


and ended up falling in love with you." 


"Yeah, but don't you think they could still fall in love? Even without that?" 


"Maybe. Now, let me get those clothes off of you." He said, nuzzling his neck 
Pelle let out purring sounds at the feeling of it. "Again?" 


"Yes, again. Heh heh." 


Back at the celebrations, the other Pelle was still sitting at the table. He didn’t really feel like talking to 
anybody. The only person who he wanted to talk to wasn't here yet. He felt a hand on his shoulder and he 
looked up to see who it was. He was disappointed when he saw that it was only Jorn "Oh, its just you Jorn" He 
said, frowning. 


"What? You're not happy to see me?" 


'N-no.its just that I'm waiting for someone, but.he's not here yet." Pelle sighed. "What could be taking him so 
long?" He asked as he laid his head down on the table. 


"Don't worry he'll be here. He did say he was going to be busy today. Here, have something to drink" He sat 
down next to Pelle, and poured him a pint of cider. He handed it to him, and he gladly took it from him, taking a 
sip of it. "So, is it true that you two are leaving?" 

"Yes, its true." 

"Does anyone else know? Besides me?" 

"No. You're the only one who does." 

"So, when are you leaving?" 

"We leave tonight, after the celebrations. When everyone is asleep." 

"You better not let Oystein find out about this, or he'll burn you two at the stake." 


"He won't find out, don't worry.” 


"Oh, | wouldn't be so sure. You know he has the guards on his side. They always keep their ears open for any 
rumors going around. They're always watching too. Pelle, | don't want you and Varg to get hurt." 


"We won't. We're moving far away from here." 


"Well alright. Its better if you two are living in another country than here in Norway. Anyways, I'll leave you 


alone right now. My wife wants me to dance with her again" He got up, and went over to where his wife was. 


Pelle waited for a few more minutes. He was about to get up from where he was sitting to go get something 


to eat, when a pair of hands covered his eyes. "Guess who." 

"Varg?" He turned around to face the person who he was waiting for. Sure enough, it was him. 

"Yes, it is me." 

I'm so glad that you're here." He was about to lean up to kiss him, but Varg stopped him. 

"Not here. Not where everyone can see us. Come on, follow me into the forest.” 

He got up to go follow Varg into the forest. They walked for a little bit, trying to get as far away as they 
could from the festival. When they were sure that they wouldn't be heard, Varg pulled Pelle close to him, 
wrapping his arms around his waist. Pelle leaned up to kiss him. They kissed, savoring each other's taste. Varg 
tilted Pelle's head back a bit, to deepen the kiss. It had been a while since they kissed like this, one with so 
much love and lust. There were many watchful eyes around them before, and so they had to be careful. But 
here, in the middle of the forest, there wasn't no one around who could see them, and so they could be free 
to express their love for each other. 

The kiss lasted for a while, until they both had to stop to catch their breath. They stared deep into each 
others eyes, both of them lost in the moment together, not knowing that there was someone else there with 
them. 

"Well, look what we have here.” 


They both turned around to see that Oystein was there, with two guards standing behind him. 


"I knew there was something going on between you two. Its just that | didn't have any evidence to prove it. But 
now, here | finally catch you two in the act. Guards, arrest them." 


"No! You can't do this Oystein!" Varg yelled at him. 


"Oh, but | can" He walked up over to them. "You two are nothing but trouble. Now you'll pay the price for 


what you done." 


"You'll leave us alone right now!" Varg said as he pulled out his sword "We're leaving this place and there is 


nothing you can do to stop us!" 


| would drop your sword if | were you." He then grabbed Pelle's arm, pulling him close to him, and pointed a 


knife to his throat. 


"Let him go! He didn't do anything!” 


"Drop the sword or I'll slit his throat." 
"Fine. I'll do whatever you say, just please don't hurt him." 


He let Pelle go as soon as Varg dropped his sword. The guards then went over to him placing chains around his 


wrists. "Come, lets get you over to one of the cages 
"Do you want us to take this one too, sir?" 

"No, not yet. Me and him need to have a little talk first! 

"Don't you do anything to him Oystein" Varg yelled back, as he was being dragged away. 


Oystein just smirked back at him. When they were finally out of sight, he turned to a shaking Pelle in front of 


him. "Looks like its just me and you now." 
"Why are you doing to us? We didn't do anything.” 
"You both laid with each other. It is wrong for two men to do that." 


"But you see other men do it with each other a whole lot, and yet you don't sentence them to death. So why 


us?" 


"You want to know why? Because | hate both of you with a burning passion. You two have turned my friends 
against me. They all think l'm sick and that | need help. You two have made up lies about me. Ever since Varg 
moved into the castle thats all you ever did. First you told him | was abusing you, and then you tried to 

accuse me of sexual assault. | took you in as my pupil and this is how you repay mel? If | had known that is 


how you would treat your master, | never would have rescued you on that cold, winter night." 


"But its all true! You've been abusing me after two years of living with you, and coming into my bed every 
night, bringing me pain and suffering. You told me not to tell anyone or else you would throw me out into the 
streets. | lived my whole life in fear because of you. | wanted nothing more then to die. But then, Varg came, 
and he saw right through you. | was afraid to trust him at first. | didn’t tell him until he noticed the scars on 
my arms, and then | told him everything. This past year and a half, we formed a very special bond with each 
other. We were going to leave this place, but then you caught us. Please just let us go. We'll be no more 


trouble to you if we're far away." 
"Not happening. What you two did are very serious crimes, and the punishment is death." 
"Isn't there anything | can do to get you to change your mind?" 


"Hmm.Maybe there is. know what you can do." 


"Tell me then. What is it?" 

Oystein grabbed Pelle by his shoulders, shoving him up against a tree, pressing his body whole into him. "I'll let 
you two go free. If you promise that every year, for a whole a month, that you'll come back here, and stay 
with me." 

"W-what?" 

"You heard me. So, what do you say Pelle? Do we have a deal?" 

Pelle shivered as he felt Oystein's mouth on his neck, lightly nipping at it. "N-no! Never! | would rather die then 
come back to you again!" He shoved Oystein off of him. He fell to his knees, cradling his head in his hands. He 
wouldn't let him see the tears that were falling down his cheeks. 

"So, you would rather die by the fire, huh? Fine. Have it your way then. Guards!" 

The two guards that took Varg away, came back after they heard Oystein calling for them. 

"Take him away. Get him out of sight." 

"Yes sir.” 

"Oh, and one more thing.” 

"Yog?" 

"Set up two stakes. And make it quick. We are burning them tonight." 

"But, what about the festival sir? Don't you think this will scare the people?" 


"| don't care. Besides, they should be used to it by now" 


“Alright. Come on you. Lets get you to the cages." After they the got the chains on him, they dragged him to 


where Varg was. When Varg saw that they were bringing him, he got up from where he was sitting. 
"Pelle!" 
"Looks like your young whore will be dying with you tonight too." 


"What?" 


"Oystein has ordered that you two be burned at the stake tonight. He figured that we might as well get it 


over with fast" The guard unlocked the cage and opened it, throwing Pelle in. "Enjoy your last moments alive 


together, for itll be your last." He then walked away, to go help the others set up the stakes. 


Varg crawled over to Pelle, who was sitting in a corner, with his knees cradled up to his chest. "I'm so glad 


that you're okay. He didn't hurt you did he?" 
"No. He didn't. Varg, I'm scared." 


tll be alright. As long as I'm with you, then I'll die happy." He held the trembling form against him, trying his 


best comfort him. 


Still in the forest, another happy couple, lay together in the grass. Both were naked, with only a blanket 


covering them. Varg held Pelle close him, as the Swede snuggled closer to him. 


| don't think I'll ever grow tired of this. | could make love to you all night, if | wanted to." He kissed the top of 
his forehead, running his fingers through the golden locks of his lover. 


"Me too. | just know that my ass is going to be sore tomorrow though." 


Varg laughed. "Well, at least you enjoyed it" He gave him a light kiss on his lips, and then sat up. "We better 
get dressed and start heading back. The others are probably wondering when we'll get back" 


"Yeah, true." Pelle said, as he sat up too. 


They both put their clothes back on, and fixed their hair. After, they headed back to where the festival was. 
As they got closer to the table where they were at before, they heard some loud arguing. 


"Oystein, what is going on?" Jorn asked. "Whats with the stakes being set up?" 
"Varg, and Pelle are being sentenced to death." 


"For what? What did they do?" 


"They have made up lies about me Jorn. | caught them lying to together not too long ago. | cannot have them 
causing anymore trouble than what they already have." 


"But Oystein. Surely there is another way to teach them a lesson" 


"There is no other way. They'll die tonight. Now, we are done here Jorn. They'll be burned at the stake very 


soon" He then walked away. 


Pelle and Varg walked up to him. "Whats going on?" Varg asked. 


‘Oh, there you two are. | was wondering when you would come back." 

"What happened? We heard about someone being burned at the stake." Pelle asked. 

"Our friends..Oystein caught them lying together..and they have been sentenced to death." 
"Thats horrible! Isn't there anything you can do to stop it?" Varg asked. 


"l'm afraid there isn't. Wait here, I'll be right back" He then walked over to where the cages were. He saw 


Varg, holding Pelle, who was asleep. Varg looked up when he saw him. 
"Jorn" 
"Varg. Oystein told me whats going to happen to you two. He told me that you two made up lies about him." 


"You know that what he did to Pelle all these years is true Jorn. | wish the guards would listen to me when | 


told them what was going on. But they didn't listen They obey his every command’ 


"I know. They won't listen to me either. | tried to talk to him. Tried to get him to let you two go, but there 


was no reasoning him." He sighed. "| wish there was something | could do to help you both." 


"I just want you to do this for me. Jorn, you Fenriz, and Jan go to Sweden. Tell them that they need to go to 


war. 
"What? No! Are you crazy Varg? We can't do that! Going to war would be madness." 


"Then what would you do? Let Oystein rule Norway, and let this country become corrupt? | know going to war 


is not the best thing to do, but it is the only way to stop him. We can't let Norway be like this forever Jorn" 
"| know. You're right. But we can't do it without you and Pelle with us." 

"Yes, you can | know you can. Besides, we'll always be with you, in spirit" 

‘lm going to miss you both." 


"We'll see each other again in the afterlife. Now, go. The guards are coming. If they see you talking to us, 
they'll probably punish you too." 


"Alright. Goodbye my friend" After he was finished talking to them, he went back to where the festival was. 
Two guards came. One of them unlocked the cage, and put the chains around their wrists again. Pelle woke up, 


when he felt the cold metal on his wrists. He looked over to where Varg was, as he was being dragged away 


from him. "Let me be near him! Please don't take me away from him!" 


"Shut up! You'll be near him when we tie you both to the stakes." 
"Varg!" 
"Pelle! IIl be alright! m right here with you!" 


They dragged them both to the stakes. A crowd was gathered around, watching the whole scene play out 
before them. In the crowd, Pelle and Varg, from the future, watched as their past selves were tied to the 


stakes, knowing that soon the fire would consume them. 


The guard who was tying Pelle to his stake, tied the rope very tightly around him, causing it to dig into his 
skin He let out a scream as he felt it. The guard behind him chuckled. "Does that hurt you little whore? Im 


sure you'll be screaming more when the fire is burning off that pretty skin of yours.” 


"Thats enough! Leave him alone!" Varg yelled, glaring at him. The guard just smirked at him. He then walked 
away, when he saw that Oystein was coming with a torch in his hand. 


In the crowd, Pelle hid his face behind Varg's arm, not wanting to look at the sight before him. "l-1 can't believe 
that this happening.’ He whispered, so that only Varg hear. "I can't watch this Varg. | don't want to see 


anymore death." 
Varg just held onto him, shielding his lover's eyes from what was happening before them. 


At the stakes, Varg held onto Pelle's hand. His lover had stopped crying now. Neither of them were afraid 
anymore. They had accepted their fate. They would not go out in fear, but with courage, and honour. Even now, 
when they were about to be executed, they wouldn't back down from this man who had made their life a living 


hell 


Oystein stood before them. "Varg, Pelle, you are both about to executed for these crimes. Laying together, and 
making up lies about your future king. You would even go to Sweden and betray your friends. Start another 
war with this country and destroy it. You two have caused nothing but trouble in this community. Do you 


have any last words before | set fire to you both?" 


"Yes, we do. Oystein, Norway under your rule will become a corrupt country. Itll fall into ruin if you become 
king. You only want power. You are a very greedy, and selfish person. The only one here who is guitly is you. 
You are guilty of hurting the one | love. If it were not for me, he would have probably died earlier." Varg said. 


"| lived my whole in fear because of you. Never being able to let anyone in, because of fear of them hurting 
me like you did. But | learned to trust, to let someone in, to not be afraid. | am not afraid anymore, not even 


now. 


| heard enough! | believe it is time for you two to die, to burn in hell" He threw the torch near the stakes, 


setting fire to the hay that surrounded them. 


"No Oystein. It is not us who will, but you. Only you will burn in hell, for all of eternity." Varg said. He could 
hear Pelle coughing, because of the smoke that surrounded them. He held on tight to his hand, reassuring him 
that everything was going to be alright. 


"Pelle. love you." He said, as looked into the other's eyes, whose were full of tears. He could feel tears welling 


up in his too. 


"l-I love you too.." Pelle said. Those were the last words he spoke, and he then he fell into unconsiousness. Varg 


closed his eyes too, willing himself to forget the pain, as the fire consumed them both. 


Everything went black He felt like he was in a cold, dark void When he opened his eyes again, all he could see 
was the flames surrounding him. All he could feel was burning pain, on his skin. He could hear someone, 
screaming his name in the distance. He tried to answer, but all that came out of his mouth, was more 
coughing. He shut eyes tightly, trying to forget pain. Praying that he would make it through this, he had to. He 
couldn't give up just yet. 


He then felt someone shaking him by his shoulders, and calling his name. "Pelle! Pelle, wake up!” He opened his 
eyes, looking into another pair of blue eyes, that were staring back at him. 


"Varg?" 


"Yes, it is me. We're back in the present time. The crystal took us back. You were whimpering, and shaking so 
much. Are you alright?" 


He thought back on what he just saw. What he saw frightened him. He felt the flames too, just like their past 
selves did. He pushed it aside, trying forget about it. "| must have experienced it myself, because of what we 
both saw in the past." He thought to himself. "I'm alright. Just felt as if | was experiencing what we both just 
saw earlier." 

‘I'm sorry | took you there. If | had known that that would happen, | would never have took you there." 

"No, don't be. | enjoyed myself. Really, | did” 

"Well, that is good then" 


He sat back against the bed, laying his head on Varg's shoulder. "You know, | think we can learn something from 


them." 


"What? Who?" 


‘Our past selves. Even in the face of death, they never backed down. They stood up to him. They weren't 
afraid. They weren't afraid die. Ever since you showed what Oystein was going to do to me, there was a fear 
in the back of mind. | was afraid. | was afraid to die. But now, | feel like my old self again. I'm not afraid 
anymore. Even if we do end up facing Oystein again, | won't be afraid. | will fight to protect myself, and to 
protect you." 


"And you know | would do the same for you." Varg said, kissing him. 
"Varg." 
"Yes Pelle?" 


"Lets not tell the others about what happened. Lets keep this to ourselves. We can tell them about all the fun 
we had, but not of what happened after." 


"Alright, we won't then" He pulled the blanket down from the bed, wrapping it around himself, and Pelle. He 


pulled him close to him, wrapping his arms around him. Pelle rested his head on his shoulder, closing his eyes. 


"If you hear me whimpering in my sleep, could you please try to wake me up? | don't want to have any 


nightmares of what happened." 
"Don't worry love, | will" Varg said, kissing his cheek. "Goodnight Pelle." 


"Goodnight Varg." 


A Very Strange and Wonderful Surprise 


Author's Notes: 

So, chapter 24 is finally up. And now, we find out what Tracey did to Pelle. :D Ive been playing around with this 
idea in my head for quite a while. | never seen any Mayhem fanfiction with this in it either, so this will be the 
first one ever. lol Maybe the only one, | don't know. For some fans of the band and who like this story, they 
may not like it, or just think its weird. If you do, | understand. Anyways, | hope that everyone enjoys this 
though, and tell me what you think :) 


It had been a few weeks, since Pelle and Varg moved into their new home. Varg was still working at library. He 
made enough money to pay the bills and bring food into the house. Pelle tried to help out too, the best he 
could. He helped with keeping the house clean, and was also trying to look for a job. It would be a while before 
Mayhem went on tour again. They had to find a new guitarist first, before they started making new music. 
Varg told him that he would do it, but Pelle told him he wanted to wait before they started working on the 
new album. The lyrics were all written down. Soon, they would be recording it. Right now, Pelle was perfectly 


content with just being with Varg, and not having to worry about anything. 

Over the past few days, Pelle had been feeling sick. He didn't know what came over him. He was feeling 
nauseous. He couldn't eat, without throwing the food up minutes later. He would also experience some mild 
cramping, and was feeling very tired, a whole lot. 

Right now, as Varg was getting ready for work, Pelle was in the bathroom, emptying the contents of his 
breakfast that he had just eaten, into the toilet. Varg came in, held his hair back, and rubbed his back. He was 
getting very worried. He didn't know what was wrong with the Swede. He just hoped that he would be alright. 


After a few minutes of throwing up the rest of his breakfast, Pelle turned around, sitting up against the toilet. 
Varg flushed it, and then picked the thin frame up, cradling him against his chest. 


"Again?" 


"Mhmm.." Pelle nodded his head, as Varg carried him back to their bed. He laid him down, so that his head was 
resting on the pillow, and pulled the blanket up to his chest. 


"Its been a few weeks now. | thought that you would be better by now.’ 


"Apparently not." Pelle said, groaning a bit. "Varg..Whats wrong with me? Why am | feeling 


so sick all of a sudden?" 


Varg pressed his hand on his forehead. "Well, you do feel very hot. Maybe you came down with a fever or 


something.” 


"| feel like tm dying’ 

"Well, | hope you're not. Thats the last thing we need" He got up off the bed. "Ill go get you some medicine" 
"Alright" Pelle said, as Varg walked back into the bathroom. At that moment Tracey came in. "Hello, Tracey” 
"Hey Pelle. You don't look so good" 

"Thanks for stating the obvious.” 

Varg came back into the room, with the medicine. He poured some of it into a small cup, and handed it to Pelle. 
"Thanks." Pelle gulped the whole thing down, not liking the taste of it. "This stuff tastes awful’ 


"I know love, but it'll help you feel better." Varg said, rubbing his back again. "Tracey, | have to go work soon. 
Will you stay here, and make sure he's okay?" 


"Yes, | will." 


"Good. Thanks Tracey." He turned back to Pelle. "I'll be back home in a few hours. You make sure to get lots of 
rest." 


Oh, | will. | don't think Ill be going anywhere today.’ 
"Good" He gave Pelle a light peck on the lips. "I'll see when | get home. | love you." 
"| love you too." Pelle mumbled as he was closing his eyes, and heard the door being shut. 


He laid in bed, trying to fall asleep. But he just couldn't get comfortable. He thought about going downstairs, to 
watch some TV, but he didn't feel like getting up. At around noon, Tracey came in, with a bowl of soup. 


"| brought you some lunch. Maybe this will make you feel better" 

"Hopefully HI be able to hold it down" He said, as Tracey handed him the bowl 

"So what symptoms have you been getting” 

"Just feeling nauseous, mild cramps, and feeling tired a lot. Why? Do you know whats wrong with me?" 
She shook her head. "Not really. But | have a feeling | know what it could be" 


"What do you think it is?" 


"| would tell you, but you wouldn't believe me. The only way to find out is with this." She pulled a small box out 
of her pocket, and handed it to him. 


He read what it said, instantly knowing what it was. "A pregnancy test? Tracey, what the fuck is going here?" 
"Remember that drink | gave you? When you two first moved in here. 

"| think so.why?" 

"Well, that drink was a potion. A potion that makes someone pregnant" 

His eyes went wide at hearing this. "Tracey, what the fuck did you do to mel?" 


"Hey, | don't even know if it worked or not. Never used it on a man before. But from the looks of it, you might 


be." 
"No, no | can't be. Its impossible." 


"Well, with me around, anything is." She sat down on the bed with him, placing a hand on his shoulder. "I was 


only trying to help. Save you two the trouble of adopting.” 


"Well, I'm glad you were, but if | am do you know what this could do? If any of Mayhem's fans find out about 
this, it could ruin the band's reputation. It might be too weird for them to handle." 


"Well, then thats why we must keep this a secret. Stay away from news reporters and whatnot 

"Im afraid thats not so easy to do." Pelle said, rubbing his forehead. “Im going to kill you, Tracey" 

"| like to see you try. Now come on blondie, get up from that bed, and go find out if you're pregnant" 
"Fine." Pelle pulled the blanket off of himself, slowly getting from the bed, and walked over to the bathroom 


Tracey waited a little while for him, until he finally came out, with a look full of mixed emotions on his face. 


"So, what was the results?" 
‘Its positive." He said, his voice quiet. 
"Congratulations, you're pregnant.” She said, with a smile on her face. 


He didn't say nothing as he sat down beside her. "I don't know whether | should be happy or not. This is all so 


much. l'm scared." 


"Don't worry. You have your friends and Varg to look after you." 

"| wonder what Varg will think of this’ 

"Im sure he'll quite be shocked" 

Pelle just sat there. Quiet for a moment, not saying a word. "m going to call him" He said, as he reached over 
on the nightstand, and grabbed the cellphone that was on top of it. He dialed Varg's number, and then waited 
for him to answer. After a few rings, he did 

"Hello?" 

"Hey Varg, could you come home soon? There's something | need to tell you" 

"| can try to. What is it that you need fo tell me though?" 

"| rather speak to you about in person" 

"Alright. Ill be home as soon | can" 

"Okay" 

"Are you alright Pelle? You don't sound good" 

"Im okay. Its nothing, Just very surprised is all" 

"About what?" 

"You'll see when you get here 


"Alright" After that they said goodbye, and he hung up the phone. 


"He'll be here soon" He said, looking at Tracey with a small smile on his face. 


A few hours later, Pelle woke up to the sound of the door being opened. He was downstairs, and the TV was on. 
He fell asleep, while watching some game show that was on. He didn't bother paying any attention to it, because 


his mind was on something else. 


"Sorry | couldn't get back earlier." Varg said, as he sat on the couch with him, wrapping an arm around him. 


"So, what is it that you need to tell me?" 


Pelle sat there, thinking about what to say. Should he just flat out tell him that he was pregnant? Would Varg 


even believe him? He took a deep breath and then spoke. 


"Varg.this will be very shocking for you. And just so you know, I'm not lying to you about this. But lm going to 


start from the beginning. Do you remember when Tracey gave me that drink?" 
"When we moved in here? Yes, | think so. Why?" 
"Well, that wasn't no regular drink It was a potion" 


"A potion huh? Don't tell me that that's what made you sick? If it did I'm going to have a little talk with 
Tracey. 


"Well, yes it did. But that's not all it did to me. It also made me pregnant." 


Varg's movements in his hair stopped, and his eyes went wide. "Huh? But thats impossible. You're playing a joke 
on me, right?" 


"No, I'm not. | even took a pregnancy test and the results came out positive. We're going to be parents." 

Varg remained silent for a moment, taking all of this in. Pelle, was pregnant. He didn't know what to think. Would 
they even make good parents? Would they be able to keep this a secret from the media? He was so lost in his 
thoughts, that he almost didn't hear Pelle speaking to him. 

"Varg? Varg, say something." 

‘I'm sorry, l'm just very surprised is all" He said, looking up at his lover. 


Pelle frowned. "Do you think I'm a freak now Varg?" 


"Huh? No, of course not. | would never think you are. I'm actually very happy about this, even though it 


doesn't show." 
"So, you really want to do this?" 


"Of course | do." Varg said, pulling him into his arms. "We're going to do our best to become great parents for 


this child." 
"What if its not just one? What if I'm pregnant with twins?" 
"I highly doubt it that you are, though it is a possibility. But a very slim one." 


"Either way, l'm happy. I'm happy that we're going to start a family together." Pelle said, as he leaned his head 
back, against Varg's chest. 


"Me too." Varg said, kissing him on the lips, and rubbing his stomach. Life was full of so many surprises for 
them. Whenever Varg thought that there was nothing that could take him by surprise anymore, there was 
always something else waiting around the corner, catching him off guard. He would take, whatever life throws 


at him. 


Help From a Friend 


Author's Notes: 
Alright, so chapter 25 is here now. Varg and Pelle tell Jorn and Jan about him being pregnant. Varg also tells 
Marie, who is going to be help taking care of him while Varg is away at work. | also introduce a new character 


in this chapter, Marissa. We'll find out more about her later. Anyways, hope everyone enjoys this :) 


They were just getting back home from the hospital. Varg, walked back inside the house, with a tired Pelle 
trailing slowly behind him. At the hospital, they asked to see an ultrasound technician. He asked what was 
wrong, and Varg told him that his husband was pregnant, and needed an ultrasound. The technician thought 
they were playing some sick joke, and threatened to kick them out. But Varg insisted that Pelle get one. So he 
agreed to give him one. When he found out that they were telling the truth, he fainted. Varg had to wake him 
up. When the technician came to and finally regained his composure, he told Pelle to come visit the hospital 
once a month, to make sure that he and the baby were doing alright. When they were leaving, Varg told the 


technician to keep this a secret and not to tell anyone. 


Pelle went to lie down on the couch, tired from a long day. Him and Varg had been out shopping for groceries, 
bought a book on how to take care of children, and then they went to the hospital. Varg sat down on the 
couch, resting a hand on his stomach and rubbed it. The Swede sighed at the feeling of his touch. His morning 
sickness had still not let up, even though its been since last month. He was now in the second month of his 
pregnancy, and so far besides feeling tired, and random waves of nausea, he had also been having food cravings 
and mood swings. One minute he would be happy, then the next, he would be upset and crying. There was a 
small bump on his stomach. It was not noticeable through his clothing, so he was still able to hide the fact 
that he was pregnant. But soon he knew that it would be, and that he would need to wear clothes that would 
be able to hide his pregnancy. He knew that if anyone were to find out, then it would mean trouble. The only 


ones who he trusted to know about this were Varg, Tracey, Jorn, Jan, and perhaps even Fenriz. 
"Mmm..l'm hungry Varg." 


"What do you want to eat?" Varg got up and walked over to the kitchen. He heard Pelle's voice from the lounge 


room. 
"Could you make me a peanut butter sandwich? With bananas?" 

Varg almost dropped the jar of peanut butter that he had in his hand. "What?" 
"And pickles. Make sure to put pickles on it too 


"Y-yes, my love." "Yuck!" Varg thought to himself, wondering how anyone could even eat something like that. 
After he was finished making the sandwich, he came back into the lounge room and handed it to Pelle, who 


happily took it from him, and took a large bite out of it. 

Varg chuckled to himself "You must be very hungry’ 

"I am. Haven't eaten much all day’ 

"You ended up puking lunch out of your stomach earlier today’ 


| know. | hate morning sickness." After a little while, he had finished eating. He was about to snuggle up next to 
Varg, when there was a knock at the door. 


"That must be Jorn and Jan" Varg said, getting up. 
"| didn't know that they were coming over." 


‘Sorry, | forgot to tell you this morning that | invited them over for dinner." He went to go answer the door. 


He opened it, letting in their friends. "Hey guys." He said, smiling. 
"Hello Varg, it is good to see you." Jan said. 
"Where is Pelle?" Jorn asked. 


"In the lounge room. Come on, we have something to tell you." He walked back to the lounge room, with them 


following him. They both sat down on the seat across them. 

"Hello Pelle, you look tired" Jorn said. 

‘Lam. Very tired." 

"Well, don't fall asleep on us sleepy head." Jan said, laughing a little. 

"Don't worry, | won't." 

"Good, Varg told us you have something to tell us." 

"Yes, we do. Jorn, Jan.Pelle is pregnant." 

There was silence for moment. No one said a word. Suddenly, Jorn and Jan burst out into laughter, thinking 
that this was all some joke. 


"You're kidding right?" Jorn asked. 


"No, we're not. This is no joke. Hold on, I'll go get the proof." Varg got up off the couch, to go get Pelle's bag. He 
returned a few moments later, with his sonogram. He handed them it. "There. Theres proof that we're not 


lying.” 


They both stared down at it, they're eyes wide, and jaws looking as though they had fallen to the floor. When 
they were done looking at it, they handed it back to Varg. 


"Okay, we believe you now. But how?" Jan asked 
"Ask Tracey" Varg said 

"Congratulations to the both of yous" Jorn said 
"Thanks" Varg said 


Jorn got up, and walked over to Pelle, who looked as if he was about to fall asleep. "Hey, wake up future 
mommy." He said, messing up his hair. 


"Stop that" Pelle grumbled, hitting his hand away. "And lm not a woman Jorn" He said, glaring at him. 
"| know, | just love messing with you. Its funny” 

"So, who looks after him while you're away at work?" Jan asked 

"What do you mean?" 


"Well, I'm sure Pelle is going to need to someone who'll make sure he's alright while you're away at work. With 
him being pregnant and all" Jan said. 


"I can take care of myself, you know." Pelle said. 


"He is right Pelle. We're going to need someone else to look after you, since | can't be here all the time. Jorn 


and Jan are busy with their own things. Fenriz can't really do it, because he is busy too." 
"Then who'll be able to? Tracey?" 

"No. | have an idea of who can help us, and | know that she is trustworthy." 

"And who would that be?" 


"Marie Cachet." 


Somewhere else in Oslo, a young woman with blonde hair, and blue eyes, looked to be about twenty, was just 


getting back home. This young woman is Marie Cachet. She shares a small apartment, with her friend Marissa 


Vangen. She was a heroin addict. She couldn't go a month without using. If she didn't have any, then she would 
use cocaine instead. She would get paranoid, and extremely depressed. She had done jail time a few times in her 


life, and a couple of years ago, her three year old daughter was taken away from her. 


Marie came in her bedroom, to see that Marissa was shooting up again She shook her head, set her bag on 


the floor and walked over to her. "You're using again?" 
Marissa didn't say a word, and just nodded her head. 
"I thought you were done with this shit Marissa" 


"l-I can't stay away from it Marie. | love it and | hate it so much. Its like the only thing that helps me not to 
feel anything. | needed my fix." 


"Did you even pay your dealer? Or did you blow him off again?" 
"| didn't have the money when he got here. | told him that you would pay for it.” 
"| don't know why | even put up with your shit anymore." 


Marissa looked up at her, with eyes that were full of emptiness. "l-Im sorry.Marie." She said, sobbing. "I'm 


such a horrible person l-L.promise that I'l quit soon” 
"Ive heard that too many times before. You tell me that you'll quit, and then you end up doing it again’ 
"| know, but this time | will” 

"Whatever you say’ 


She heard the phone ringing from the kitchen. She got up, and went to go answer it. 
"Hello?" 


She heard a familiar voice on the other end. "Hey, Marie. Its me, Varg." 

"Varg, how are you? | heard you got married a few months ago. Congratulations." She remembered Varg from 
high school. They dated for about a year, and broke up because it wasn't working out. They remained friends 
after though. 

‘lm alright. | just wanted to ask if you could do a little favor for me." 


"And what is that?" 


"Well, | would tell you over the phone, but you wouldn't believe me. You would think I'm crazy. Could you come 


over to my house sometime so that | can show you? 

"Sure, on the weekend | can Can | bring a friend over too?" 

"Sure, thats alright" 

"Alright, I'll you see on Saturday then In the afternoon” 

"Alright, see you then" 

After that she hung up the phone. Marissa was standing in the entrance of the kitchen "Who was that?" 


"A good friend of mine. We're going to his place on Saturday." 


Saturday came, and Marie, along with Marissa, went over to Varg's house. She didn't know what to expect 
when she got there. She knew that Varg was married to a man, which she accepted. When they got there, 
Varg, and Pelle, were waiting outside for them. They both got out of the car, walking up to them. 

"Hey Varg" 

"Hello Marie. Its good to see you." 

‘Its good to see you too." She looked over at Pelle. "And this must be your husband?" 

"Yes, this is him. Marie, this is Pelle. He is the vocalist from Mayhem." 


"Its nice to meet you." 


‘Its nice to meet you too." Pelle said. "Who is this you brought with you?" He said, looking at the woman with 
short, blonde hair, standing next to her. 


‘Oh, this is my friend Marissa. You hardly ever comes out of the apartment, so I've decided to bring her with 


me. 
"Its good to meet you both. So what are we here for anyways?" 


"Come inside and we'll explain everything." Varg said. They all went inside the house, heading for the lounge 


room. Pelle and Varg sat down on the couch, while Marissa and Marie sat on the seat across from them. 
"So what is it that you want me to do for you?" Marie asked. 


"Pelle, hand Marie the sonogram." Pelle nodded his head, and handed it to her. 


She stared down at it for a moment, and then looked up at them again. "You have a friend who is pregnant, and 
needs looking after?" 


"Well, the last part, yes. The first part, no. You see Marie, my husband is actually the one who is pregnant. 


Don't ask me how, because its a long story.’ 

"Wow, | didn't know that he was the one who is pregnant. This is a very shocking surprise.” 
"How far along is he?" Marissa asked. 

"He's about 7 weeks pregnant." 

"So he still has a long way to go." Marie said. 


"Yeah, he does. | would like someone here to look after him, because | work during the week. Can you do that 
for me Marie?" 


"OF course | can Varg. Marissa here can help me" 

"Alright, thark you" 

"When do you want me to start?" 

"Next month. Its still summer, and | wanted to take a short break from work" 


“Alright. Me and Marissa will come over again next month. So, we'll see you two then. Anyways, we be better 


be going, its getting late." 
"Would you like to have some dinner first? Before you go?" 
"Thats alright Varg. Would love to, but me and Marissa already had plans." 


"Alright, you better be going then" He got up, and walked them over to the door. Before Marie was outside, 


Varg pulled her into a hug. "It was nice seeing you again." 
"It was nice seeing you too." She said, as she embraced him. 


Pelle, who was watching the scene play out before him, saw how Varg held onto her tightly, felt a pang of 
jealousy. He knew that before Varg came back in time, she was his wife. He couldn't help this aching feeling in 
his chest. But he knew Varg loved him and he wouldn't leave him for another, right? He decided to push this 
feeling in the back of his mind, and not worry about it. 


After Marie, and Marissa left, Varg came back inside, came up to him, wrapping his arms around him from 
behind. He nuzzled his neck, breathing in his scent. 


"She seems rice." Pelle said. 


"Yeah, she is. She's a good person. l'm sure you could be good friends with her too." He noticed that Pelle's 
body was tense, and that he wasn't saying anything. "Are you okay?" 


"l'm alright." 

"You sure? You're not jealous or anything are you?" 

"N-no. l'm not" 

"Its okay, you can tell me if you are" Varg turned him around, so that he was looking at him. "Listen, | don't 
want to be with her anymore. | love her, but its more of a friendship love. You're the one who | love and want 
to spend my whole life with." He said, as he kissed him. 

"| know, l'm just nervous is all. Must be the hormones." 


"Well, try not to let it get to you alright? Just remember that | want you, and only you." 


"Alright" Pelle said, smiling up at him. 


In the car, Marie and Marissa were talking about what they just seen today. "| can't believe that that man is 
pregnant.ls that even possible?" Marissa asked her friend. 


"Well, from what we just seen today, | guess anything is." 
"They seem like nice people. Especially Pelle. | like him. He seems nice." 


"He is. Varg chose a good and beautiful man for himself. | heard that he saved him from his band mate, who 
was Varg's friend. He's in prison now." 


"Well, it is good that he is safe now." 
"Hey Marissa.” 
"Yes?" 


"Do you think that, well, maybe this could help you? You know.help you get better?" 


"| don't know. | hope it does. | want to get better. | hate this addiction Marie. Its killing me." 


"| know. But yeah, | figured that doing this, helping someone else, would help you keep your mind off of it. You'll 


end up wanting to become a better person afterwards." 


"I do hope you're right." Marissa said, as she stared out the window. 


Update on my computer! 


Alright, so a friend of mine has been working on my computer. | hoping that she can save the files, if it is my 
hard drive, and it has crashed. She's not for sure if its the hard drive or Cd rom. | will be disappointed if she 
can't save my files, but | won't sit and mope about it. | will start over, with writing chapter 26 again, if all my 
files are lost. Also, she said shes going to give me her hard drive. The computer will still work even with a new 
one. But yeah, | just wanted to let everyone know whats been going on with that, and let you all know | haven't 
stopped writing this story. | promise you all that | will finish it. :) And that there will be a new chapter 
hopefully soon Either this week, or next week. Also, another thing..'m going to draw some scenes from this 
story too. I'm not really the drawer in the world though :P If anyone wants to try this, that would be 
awesome. :) But I'm going to try drawing some scenes myself and might show you guys, if I'm not too 
embarrassed to show them to everyone **. Anyways, have a good night or day everyone. :) And | appreciate all 


the love and support for this story too. :) Thank you >) 


A little update and new stories coming soon! 


Okay, so | know | said | would post a new chapter, sometime this week | believe. Unfortunately the person who 
is supposed to get the hard drive, still hasn't bought it, and I'm really just starting to get pissed off here. 
Fucking fuming. She keeps saying she'll buy it, but so far nothing. I'm going to have to buy it myself and then 
she can install it, and | can get my laptop back. 


Anyways..there'll be two new stories posted on Monday hopefully! Not by me though. The author said | can 
post them on here, and she told me if any of yous want a fic done, you can ask her to do one ;) If anyone 


would like that, just message me and I'll give you her email address. :) 


Anyways, I'll hopefully post the stories on my Monday, from my dad's old desktop. But yeah, | hope you'll like 


them as much as | did :D They're very amazing. <3 


Anyways.| hope to be working on mines again soon. | really miss working on it. :( Heh.its already bad enough I'm 
thinking of making some changes to it. :P Don't know if | will though, | would have to see how it works out 


before writing it down. Anyways, please be patient everyone. | will be posting chapters again soon 


Chapter 37: Raging Fire 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter 37 everyone! :) I'm still not so great at fighting scenes P haha. But anyways, | hope you all enjoy this 
) | am getting sadder now, as we near the ending of this story.. ;-; | don't want to end it :( This story was so 
much fun to write :) There will only be a couple more chapters to this, you'll have to wait and see what 


happens next. ;) 


Varg kept following them, making sure to stay far behind them, so that they wouldn't know he was there. He 
didn't know where they were taking Pelle to. He wondered what they were planning on doing to him. He just 
hoped that Pelle and his babies were okay 


They pulled up near the ruins, of Holmenkollen church. He soon realized what was about to happen. He stopped 
the car, a street behind them, not getting out just yet. 


They both got out of the car. Varg opened the door to the back seat, picking Pelle up, who was now 
unconsciousness. Oystein was digging through the trunk, grabbing matches, explosives, rope, and other stuff 
that he could use to set fire to the church again. "Go tie him up, inside of the church. I'll set everything up." 
Varg obeyed him, carrying Pelle inside of the ruins. He set him down on the floor, tying up his legs, and wrists. 
Pelle stirred a little. He opened his eyes, groaning a bit. "W-where am |? Where is Eva and Elsa?" 

"You're at the Holmenkollen church. Your babies will be safe. Me and Oystein are going to put them up for 
adoption" 


"Did he really tell you that, or are you just saying that to make me feel better? | know Oystein by now to 
know that he would try to hurt them too." 


"He won't Pelle, trust me" 

‘Varg please. You must get them away from him. Take them to Bergen with you. 

Varg didn't say anything. He got up, leaving the vocalist inside of the church. ‘Is everything ready?" 
"Yes, everything is all set up. Here" He handed Varg the knife again 

"What's this for?" 


"We have to kill the babies too. The police will think we kidnapped them." 


"0-Oystein. can't..." 
"You will do as | say!" 
"Its not right. can't kill them." 


Oystein growled, grabbing Varg. He was about to say something else, but soon heard a familiar voice behind 


him. 
"Euronymous! Let go of him now!" 
"I can't believe it..H-how are you here? You don't have the crystal." He threw the other Varg to the ground. 


He looked up, astonished at the sight in front of him. Someone else, who was the same person as him, was 


right in front of his eyes. "W-what is going on?! Am I..dreaming or something." 


Varg stepped forward. "I will kill the both of you if | have to, to save Pelle." He said, holding up the rifle at 
Oystein. 


"Go ahead then. | want to see you try and save him now" Oystein said, as he set the ruins of the church on 


fire. 


Varg pulled the trigger of the rifle, but nothing happened. He didn't hear no gunshot, and Oystein was still 


running towards him. There was no bullets inside it. 


He tried to get the pistol out of his pocket, but Oystein got to him before he could. He threw him to the 
ground, wrapping his hands around his throat. "I should have killed you before | left!" 


"Well, it's a good thing that you didn't.or else | wouldn't be here." He punched Oystein in the face. He let go of 
him, for a moment, giving Varg a chance to roll them both over. He tried to reach for the pistol, but it was 


too far away. 

The other Varg stood there in shock, watching the two men fight with each other. He didn't know what to do, 
or whose side he was on anymore. The only thing he planned on doing tonight, was killing Oystein, not get 
himself into a mess like this. 

Oystein was on top of Varg, trying to choke him again. "Other me! Please, get Pelle out of there! Now! Please!" 


"Don't you dare listen to him!" Oystein yelled. 


"Please, don't let him die!" 


Luckily, Varg's other self had listened to him instead of Oystein. He ran inside of the church, which was now 
set ablaze. He put his hand over his mouth, trying not to breathe in the smoke. 


He saw Pelle, lying on the floor. He ran over to him, checking his pulse. He was still alive. There was still a 


heartbeat. He picked him up, carrying him outside of the church. 
The Swede stirred in his arms a bit. "It's alright now. You'll be okay. I'm going to get you some help." 


He didn't notice but Oystein was standing near him, about to stab him with the knife he was holding. "You will 
regret that you ever did that!" 


The other Varg, held Pelle close to him. He was about to die, for disobeying Euronymous. There wasn't anything 
he could use to defend himself with. 


Oystein was about to stab him, but was soon shot in the shoulder. He dropped the knife he was holding falling 
to his knees. 


Varg ran over to the other Varg, taking Pelle out of his arms. All he could think about was comforting him, 
and letting him know that he was here for him. "Pelle? Pelle, wake up. I'm here, | came for you. You're safe 
now." He said, holding him in his arms. 

Pelle opened his eyes, seeing Varg above him. He smiled a little, his hand going up to his cheek to caress it. 
Varg was about to kiss him, but soon felt a sharp pain in his abdomen. Oystein had fatally wounded him. "If | 
die tonight, then so will you. And your other self will kill Pelle." 

"That's what you think Oystein" He looked up, to see the other Varg standing above him. He tried to stab him 
too, but wasn't able to. The other Varg grabbed the knife out of his hand, and held it above him. "You were 
the one who was supposed to die tonight, not anyone else. I'll make sure that you don't hurt anyone else again 


"You will go to prison for what you have done to me." 


"| don't care. | am sending you back to where you belong Oystein, to hell" He stabbed him, multiple times in the 
head. Making sure, that this man would die. 


Varg stared over at the bloody mess before him. It was over, Euronymous was finally dead. Now he just 


needed to get Pelle back to the present time, but it wouldn't be him that would take him back. 
‘Its over Pelle..You're safe now." 
"Varg..You're hurt..." 


"Yes, | am. And dying too." 


"W-what?" 

"Pelle, my other self will have to take you and our babies back home: 
"Nol You can't diel l-1 won't have you with me.” 

"Hl still be with you.” 

"No you won't.Your other self doesn't remember anything.” 


Varg knew this, but he thought for a moment. If Oystein had gotten his memories of what had happened on 


this night, then surely his other self would be able to receive his memories? 


"He might remember..as soon as you guys are back. Other me, get the crystal from Oystein and take him back 


home. Just think of the year 1992. It should bring you guys back" 
"Varg..you can't leave me." 
"I won't.l love you Pelle. I'll see you again.Once we're back home." He whispered to him, saying his final words. 


"l-I love you too.." Pelle said, kissing him. Varg was now dead. He looked over to the other Varg, who held the 
crystal, 


He reached down, picking Pelle up. "Come on, we can't stay here. We have to get you back home, and get you to 
the hospital." 


"Just leave me here. | rather die now, then go on anymore." 

"Maybe he is right. might be able to remember everything once we're back." 

"But what if you don't? What if you don't remember anything?" 

"Well, I'm not going to leave you alone if | don't. | promise that | will try to love you, just as much as him." 
"You can't force yourself to." 

"No, | can't. But | can see what he saw in you, and | can learn how to love you.” He carried Pelle, over to the 
car, where his babies were at. He set him down on the seat, sitting with him. He placed the two infants in his 
arms, who were now asleep. "How do we do this now?" 


‘Its supposed to be spun six times. You spin it three times, then | will. It should take all of us back home." 


"Well, let's just hope this works then" The crystal was spun six times, by the both of them. A blinding light, 


soon emerged from it. He held onto Pelle, who was holding Eva and Elsa close to him. Oystein was now dead, and 


they were finally going home. Pelle just hoped, that Varg would remember everything, once they were back. 


Chapter 26: Jealousy 


Author's Notes: 

Finally, the 26th chapter is finally here. :D Was up all night last night, working on this chapter. One of the 
longest ones | have written. | am so happy that | am finally able to work on my story again! :D I'm sorry that | 
kept you all waiting (| hope that everyone enjoys this chapter, had to stop myself from crying a few times 
as | was writing this. :( Why must | always put my favorite couple through hell P haha. Anyways, enjoy 


everyonel :) 


Varg woke up, hearing the sound of his pregnant husbard, inside the bathroom throwing up. He took a look at 
the alarm clock, and saw that it was 8:00 am. 


"Marie and Marissa will be here soon to watch over Pelle.then l'll have to leave for work." 


He sat up, yawning and stretching, then slowly climbed out of bed, and walked over to the bathroom. Pelle was 
hunched over the toilet, still throwing up. He went over to him, held his hair back, so puke wouldn't get in it, 
and rubbed his back, trying to soothe him. 


As soon as Pelle was finished throwing up the last bit of his breakfast, he turned around and wrapped his 
arms around Varg, resting his head against his chest. "| hate this.this part of the pregnancy. Puking up my 
guts almost every day." 


Varg rubbed his back, and petted his hair. "| know you do. And to think there will be other things that you wil 
hate too." 


Pelle shuddered at the thought of what was to come. He knew that he would deal with constant mood swings, 


more waves of nausea, getting bigger, and some other things. "I don't even want to think about it" He groaned. 


tll all be worth it in the end, trust me." Varg said, reassuring him, and kissing his forehead. "You want to take 
a shower with me? Marie and Marissa will be here in about an hour, so itll help us get ready faster if we 


take one together." 
“Alright.” Pelle said, smiling a little. 


Varg turned on the shower, made sure the water was at a decent temperature, and then the two of them got 
undressed, and stepped inside. They helped clean each other up. Varg gently rubbed the scalps, of the Swede's 
head, earning a purr of content from him. He couldn't help himself, from running his hands down his pale, 
smooth skin. He kissed each and every part of him. He gently rubbed and patted Pelle's stomach. He was now in 
his third trimester of his pregnancy. He had a slightly, noticeable bump, but was still able to hide it. 


Pelle sighed, enjoying Varg's hands running over his stomach. He thought about the tiny, fragile life growing 
inside him. He couldn't wait to find out the gender of their child. Would it be a girl or a boy? What would their 
hair color be? The color of their eyes? He was snapped out of his thoughts, when he heard Varg speaking to 


him. 


"We should get out the shower now, get dried off, and then get dressed. We spent quite a while in here." Varg 
said, chuckling. 


"Yeah, we should" Pelle said looking up at him. 


Varg turned off the water, and then the both of them stepped out of the shower. They dried off, and then 
got dressed. 


Varg wore a plain, black long sleeved shirt, with gray jeans on. He was going to be working at library, and knew 


that he had to at least look decent enough for his job. 


"Do you think | look professional?" He asked Pelle, as looked at himself in the mirror. For his job, Varg had also 
braided his hair. He wanted to leave a good impression on the people that he worked with. 

"Well, | wouldn't say professional, especially with the braids." Pelle said, laughing. "But you do look decent enough. 
| actually like your hair in braids." 


"You should braid your hair more often. You look very cute like that" 

Pelle scowled at him. "Varg, | am far from cute. | am supposed to be evil looking." 

"Well, underneath that ‘evil' facade that you put on, you're very beautiful.and very cute.." He walked over to 
him, and started to pet his hair. "My little kitten" He said this, with a playful smile on his face, grabbing the 


Swede's ass, giving iT a slight squeeze. 


Pelle let out a gasp of surprise, and felt his face go red. He was about to say something back in response, until 
he heard the doorbell ringing. 


Varg looked up from Pelle, and out at the hallway, outside their bedroom. "That must be them. Come on, lets 


head downstairs now." 

"Alright" Pelle said, following Varg out of the bedroom. 

They both headed downstairs, and walked over to the front door, where Marie and Marissa were, waiting for 
them. Varg opened the door, and motioned for them to come in "Hey Marie, Marissa" He said, smiling at the 


both of them. 


"Hello Varg. Good morning. How is Pelle doing?" Marie asked. 


"He's doing alright. | think he's going to need some food in his stomach soon though. Threw up his breakfast in 
the toilet." 


"Varg! You're not supposed to tell them that!" He said, face turning a bright red, embarrassed, and wanting to 


smack Varg. 
"Is okay Pelle." Marie said, reassuring him. "It's all a part of being pregnant. No need to be embarrassed." 


Pelle nodded his head at her. Sure he knew it was all part of being pregnant, morning sickness, but he was still 
uncomfortable with telling other people, besides Varg, that he was constantly throwing up. 


"Well, | must be going soon. I'll see you three when | get back." 


“Alright, have a good day at work Varg." Marie said, patting his back. "Oh, | love the braids you have." She said, 
trying not to laugh. 


"Thanks." Varg said, laughing a little. "Oh, you two will make sure that Pelle is alright, and that he doesn't get 


lonely, will you?" 

"Yes, we will.” Marissa responded back to him. 

"Don't worry Varg, he'll be alright. You worry too much about him" 

"| know..it's just.! almost lost him so many times, and am very protective of him." 

"Well, no need to worry. Nothing is going to happen to your precious husband, while me and Marie are around!" 
Marissa said, smiling a big smile, and wrapping an arm around Pelle's shoulder. "We'll make sure to protect him 
from all the evil, bad guys!" 

Varg started laughing. He really thought that Marissa was quite weird, but in a good way, and also funny. He 
had a feeling that she and Pelle would definitely get along. He walked back over to Pelle, and gave him a short, 
sweet kiss. "You have a good day with them. I'll see you when | get back from work love." 

"Alright. Good luck at work. | love you." 

‘| love you too." He says this, hugging him. He then let him go, and walked over to his car. Marie and Marissa 
waved goodbye to him, as he drove off to work. Pelle just stood there, smiling a small smile, as he watched 


Varg drive off. 


When Varg's car was out of sight, Marie then turned to him. "Well, how about we get you something to eat 


Throughout the day, the two women spent time with the pregnant Swede. After Pelle had finished eating his 
snack, the three of them went out for a walk in the park. 


Pelle enjoyed getting out of the house, after having not been out, due to being scared. He was scared that 
people would notice that he was pregnant. That they would all be staring at him, judging him, and calling him a 
freak of nature. Even though it was hardly noticeable, he still had that fear in the back of his mind. Though 
with the help of Marie, and also Marissa, comforting him, letting him know that it would be alright, and that no 


one wouldn't notice a thing, he then felt more at ease being outside in public. 

"You shouldn't care what people think of you." Marissa told him. "So what if you're a pregnant man? It 
shouldn't matter. Your child was created out of yours and Varg's love. Fuck what other people think. In my 
honest opinion, you're a very unique and wonderful person 

"Thank you." Pelle said, smiling at her. "It means a lot to me that you think that Marissa" 

Marissa leaned over and gave him a hug. 


When they returned to the house, Pelle felt very tired, but wanted to stay awake. He didn't want to miss Varg 


coming home, and was looking forward to a good dinner tonight. 

It was evening time, around 5:00, and the three of them were watching a game show, though Pelle had fallen 
asleep. He woke up soon after, when he felt someone kissing his forehead. He opened his eyes, and looked up 
into dark blue ones, staring into his. He smiled, and hugged his husband, who had just gotten home from work. 
Varg sat down on the couch, bringing him up into his lap. He rested his head against his chest, snuggling up 
into him. 

"Did you have a good day with Marissa and Marie?" He asked, rubbing the small of his back. 

"| did. We had a very good day." He looked up at him. "I went to the park with them today.” 


"Well that's good then, I'm glad that you went out. | was starting to worry, that you would never go outside 


again" 
"Me too..Did they leave yet, or are they still here?" 


"They're here." Varg nodded his towards the kitchen. "Marie's making dinner for us tonight. She offered to 


make it" 


"Alright. She does make good food. | am getting hungry." 


"Me too. | am starving." He said, laughing. 


After a little while of waiting, dinner was finally done. The food was very good. Everyone enjoyed it. Pelle just 
hoped that he wouldn't be emptying the contents out of his stomach later tonight. 


After dinner, Marie and Marissa were getting ready to leave. Pelle was feeling pretty tired, and wanted to go 
to sleep. He rested on the couch, while Varg escorted the two women outside. 


"Thanks for coming over to watch over Pelle." He told Marie, thanking her. Marissa was already in the car, 


waiting patiently for her. 

"You're welcome, Varg. I'm glad that we can help." 

"So, you'll be over tomorrow to watch over him, and the next day?" 

"Yes, we will be." 

“Alright. You know, we should catch up some time, it's been quite a while since we last seen each other, and it 
would be nice to know what you've been up to." Varg said. He wanted to spend some time with her. There were 
times when he had missed her, and he still loved her, but it was more of a friendship type of love now. 
Nothing could ever compare to the love he felt for Pelle, and he felt that he could never fall in love with 


anyone else again Pelle was the only one for him, he was his soul mate. 


"Yeah, we really should. | would definitely like to know what you've been up to Varg. You're not really the same 


person that | knew years ago. In a way, you still are kind of, but | can see that you have changed a whole lot." 


"In more ways than you'll ever know Marie. | have also learned a whole lot, and discovered new things about 


myself, that | never even knew were there before." 


"Yes, you certainly have. Anyways, | better go. Don't want to keep Marissa waiting.’ She was about to walk off, 
until Varg grabbed her hand. 


"Wait, Marie." 

She felt a hint of blush forming on her cheeks as he still held her hand in his. "Yes..Varg?" 
"Can l.. give you a kiss before you go?" 

"What?" She was shocked by this. "Why? What about your husband?" 

"| don't know how to explain it.but there's something | need to do." 


"Why does it involve kissing me though? Don't you think Pelle will be upset?" She was starting to grow 


suspicious of him. Just what was it that Varg was trying do? 


"I think he fell asleep. | know he would be though, if he was awake and saw. But | would explain my reasons why 
| had to do this." He looked at her, with a very serious look on his face. "It's important that | do Marie. | know 
it seems crazy to you, and | know what you're thinking, but trust me, its nothing like that. | would explain to 


you why | need to do this, but | don't think you would believe me if | told you." 
"Varg | can't.| don't want Pelle to get upset. | don't want to see him hurt." 
"Please Marie," His voiced lowered to a whisper. "Just trust me. | need to do this. Please." He pleaded. 


Marie thought it over. She sighed and finally gave in. "Fine, you can kiss me. But just promise me that you're 


not doing this to hurt Pelle. | don't want you to do anything that you would regret.” 


| promise that I'm not doing this to hurt him. | could never hurt him. And | know | won't regret this." After he 
said those words, he leaned in and kissed her. 


The kiss lasted a little longer than it was intended to be. It was a short and sweet kiss. After a few minutes, 
he finally pulled away, let go of her hand and stepped a few steps back away from her. "There, it is finally 


done. Goodbye Marie, I'll see you tomorrow." 


"Alright, I'll see you tomorrow Varg. Anyways, | better be going now. | just hope everything will be alright 


between you and Pelle." She said as she was walking away, feeling very worried. 


"Don't worry, everything will be alright between us." He watched her, as she walked away, got in her car, and 
then drove off. To her, it might have seemed like he wanted to be with her again. But the truth was that Varg 
wasn't kissing her because he missed being with her. He was actually saying goodbye, in his own little strange 
way. He was saying goodbye to his past, to the life he had before, before he traveled back in time, to save 
Pelle, to be with him. He knew it had to be done. He needed to say goodbye to his past, and look towards the 
future. He sighed to himself, finally feeling free of the chains from his past life. 


To someone else though, who was laying on the couch, still awake, who had seen the whole thing..well, it did not 
seem that way to him. Pelle watched the whole scene play out before him. Inside he felt his heart break. His 
chest hurt, and some tears were falling down his face. He didn't know what was going on.why was Varg kissing 
her? He wiped at his eyes, trying to stop himself from crying. When he felt that he had calmed a little bit, he 
turned around, facing the back of the couch, so that Varg would think that he was still asleep. He wanted to 
bring it up to him, ask him why he did that, but he decided not to. He was too scared to know the answers. 


Varg came into the room, and stared down at the sleeping form below him, wrapped in a warm blanket. He 
gently picked him up, trying his hardest not wake him, but he didn't know that Pelle was only pretending to be 
asleep. He carried him upstairs to their bedroom, and laid him down on the bed. Varg took off his jacket, and 
his shoes. He changed into a more comfortable pair of pants, and then got into bed, making sure not to wake 


Pelle up. 


He wrapped his arms around his waist, pulling him close to him. For a moment, he almost thought he felt him 
tense up for a minute, but he pushed the thought away from his mind and figured he must have been 
imagining things. He rested his head on his shoulder, nuzzling his neck, and kissing it. 


"You don't need to afraid. | love you, and | won't ever leave you. | promise. | only want to be with you, forever. 
Goodnight, my beautiful angel.” 

Pelle heard Varg, whispering these beautiful words of love, into his ear. 

He wanted to believe him, he really did. He really wanted to give Varg the benefit of doubt. But deep inside, he 
didn't really know for sure if these words were true or if they were lies. That night, sleep didn't even come to 
him. He never thought that he would, but he felt so cold and alone, even though Varg's arms were wrapped 
around him. 


While Pelle didn't get any sleep at all, Varg dreamed peacefully. Dreaming of the future ahead of him, dreaming 
of a wonderful life that he would have with Pelle and their child that would be in this world soon. But he didn't 
have any idea, of the pain and sorrow, that his beautiful, fragile angel was in. If he did know, then he would tell 
him why he did what he had to do, and he would tell him that everything was going to be alright. He would do 
anything to take away all of the pain, and see his love happy. 


The third month was passing by quickly. Marie and Marissa came over to watch Pelle during the weekdays, 
while Varg was away at work. Marie didn't tell Pelle what had happened that first night, between her and Varg. 
What she didn't know though, was that Pelle already knew. 


During the past few weeks, Pelle had grown very distant from Varg. He hardly ever spoke or did anything with 
him. Varg became concerned at this and asked if there was anything wrong. He just told him that he wasn't 
feeling very well and felt tired, during the past few weeks. He thought for a moment that Varg didn't believe 
him, but surprisingly he did. 


Also during the past few weeks, during the weekends, when Varg didn't have work, he would spend with Marie. 
Just basically catching up with her, and wanting to know what she had been up to during the past few years 
that they hadn't seen each other. Despite that one very awkward time, on the first night, they got along very 


well, just as they used to before, except only as friends this time. 


It was now the fourth month of Pelle's pregnancy. He was scheduled for an appointment, to see how well he 
was doing during his pregnancy, and to also find out the gender of his child. He should have felt excited about 
this, for he had been wanting to find out ever since he discovered he was pregnant. But he wasn't. During his 
third trimester, he had fallen back into his depression, and hardly ever spoke a word to anyone. He would put 
on a fake smile when he was expected to, but even that was getting hard to do. He was also starting to feel 
very sick, and very tired, the stress of everything getting to him. He didn't know what to believe anymore. He 
just felt that his and Varg's relationship had been nothing but lies. 


It was a Friday night. Varg had invited Jorn and Jan over, for a game of cards. He had also invited Marie and 


Marissa over, and Fenriz, who had yet to show up. 


Everyone sat in the kitchen, drinking around the kitchen table, except Pelle, who sat alone in the lounge room, 
trying to ignore what was going on in the kitchen. Jorn thought it was strange that Pelle was quiet and very 
distant from everyone, especially Varg. But he had heard that he was sick and tired very often, so he didn't 
think too much of it. He sat beside Marissa, who seemed to be very drunk, Jan was sitting on his other side 
who was also drunk Varg and Marie sat on the other side, next to each other. Marie didn't have much to 


drink, but Varg did. He was so drunk that he could barely concentrate on the card game they were playing. 


There was a knock at the door, and a few of them looked up. Marie got up from where she was sitting. "That 


must be Fenriz, I'll go let him in" 


She went to answer the door for him. She heard Jorn yelling at Jan, telling him that he had cheated at the 
game and that he was going to beat him in the next game, and make sure he didn't cheat. She chuckled to 


herself, hearing them bickering with each other, as she answered the door. 


"Hello Fenriz. It's good to see you." There in front of her stood Fenriz, smiling at her, and surprisingly stil 


sober. 

"Is good to see you too." Fenriz said, as he hugged her. She leaned up to kiss him as he hugged her. Her and 
Fenriz had recently started dating. 

Nobody else knew about the relationship, not even Marissa. They didn't want to tell anybody just yet, they 
preferred to keep their relationship a secret for now. 

"l'm surprised you're not drunk” She said, laughing. 


"Yeah, amazing isn't it? So, is everyone in the kitchen?" 


"Yeah, come on" She leads him to the kitchen. When he entered the kitchen with her, his eyes went wide and 
his jaw dropped. 


"Marissal?" 


Marissa looked up to see who had just yelled her name. When she saw who it was, she waved to him and 


smiled a big smile. "Fenriz! | didn't expect to see you here." 
"| didn't expect to see you here either..what are you doing here?" 


"Just here with Marie." 


Fenriz turned to Marie, who was confused at the situation going on at the moment. "Are you friends with 
her?" 


"Yes, | am.. How do you two know each other?" 

"Me and her used to date, it's a long story. | would explain, but there is something | need to talk to you about" 
"What is it?" 

He grabbed her hand and brought her outside, so that no one would hear them. "Marie, she can't be here." 
"What? What do you mean?" 

"What l'm trying to tell you is that she is crazy. She does heroin. She steals people's money." 

"| know that Fenriz, | live with her. But she has changed, she has gotten better." 

"People like her don't change." 

"But she has!" 

"Do you even know of what other things she has done?" 

"What? What has she done?" 


"She tried to kill a pregnant woman before. Tried to stab her with a knife. She didn't get killed, but she did have 
to go to the hospital." 


At hearing these words, Marie's eyes went wide. "Are you worried that she may harm Pelle?" 
"That's what I'm afraid of, yes." He said, nodding his head. 
"But she has been alone with him before, and hasn't done any harm to him." 


"Hmm.maybe because he is man, and not a woman? Hmm.. don't know.. still wouldn't trust her to be alone 


with him." 
"Why did she want to kill the woman anyway?" 


"Well you see, Marissa got pregnant, at the age of IT. She had a baby girl, who lived with her until she was 3. 
She was taken away from Marissa because child protective agencies feared that she was being neglected and 
Marissa was on drugs at this time. So they took her daughter away from her so that she would be safe. 


From what Marissa told me, it fucked her up so much. She told me that whenever she sees a pregnant 


woman, she feels like hurting them. Especially if she knows that they are going to have a daughter." 

“That's horrible. Is she able to see her daughter?" 

"No, she isn't. They don't want her anywhere near her daughter." 

"| don't know what to say..she never told me any of this about herself." She shook her head. "I want to have 
faith in her Fenriz, | don't want to give up on her. She has stopped doing heroin, ever since she has met Pelle 
and helped watch over him. | do believe that because of this, that she has changed." 

"I still wouldn't trust her though. If | were you, | wouldn't leave her alone with Pelle.” He placed a hand on her 
shoulder. "Marie, | know you care about her, but you can't be for sure if she has changed or not. Pelle may 
be a man, but | bet to Marissa that that wouldn't make him any different. So please, just take caution" 

She sighed to herself. "Alright, | will. Anyways, lets head back inside." 

"Alright." 

They headed back inside of the house, walking into the kitchen. Marissa had thrown up on the floor, from 
drinking too much. Jorn and Jan, were busy playing another game of cards, and Varg was sitting by himself, 
having another drink. It seemed as though he had too much to drink also. Fenriz shook his head, and walked 
over to him. 

"Come on Varg, | think you had enough to drink" 

"Nooo, | haven't. I'm fine. Really, | am." Varg said, slurring on his words. 

Fenriz lifted him up from where he was sitting, put his arm around his shoulder, and walked him over to the 
lounge room. "You need to go to sleep. Here, spend some time with your pregnant husband, he looks quite sad 


and lonely." 


He sat Varg down on the couch, next to Pelle, who looked to be upset and quite annoyed with the way he was 
acting. Varg turned to him and smiled. "Hello, my sexy kitten 


Pelle scoffed, and rolled his eyes. "You're drunk." 
"Nooo, l'm not. | am not drunk." 
"Yes, you are." 


"Come on, don't be like that Pelle." Varg climbed on top of Pelle, trying to kiss him, but he turned his head 


away. 


"Varg, stop. I'm not in the mood for this." 


Varg stopped trying to kiss him, and grabbed him by his shoulders, roughly. "What's with you lately? Why are 
you being so distant? What have | done wrong?" 


"Varg, please let go of me." 
"No! Not until you tell me what's wrong!" He yelled, shaking him by the shoulders. 
"Varg, please stop!" Pelle cried out, pleading with him. "You're hurting me, please stop." 


"Varg, thats enough. Get off of him now." Fenriz grabbed Varg from around his waist and lifted him off of 
Pelle. "You'll end up hurting him and the baby. | don't think you want that now." 


"Let go of me Fenriz" Varg yelled, pushing Fenriz away from him. "Fine, be that way then Pelle." 


"Varg please, you're not yourself right now..please let's just go to bed." Pelle pleaded with him, on the verge of 


tears right now. 


"You can go to bed by yourself. I'm staying down here." Varg said, as he curled up on the opposite end of the 


couch. 
"You really don't want to sleep with me?" 
"No, | don't want to." 


Pelle didn't know what to feel anymore. He felt very numb. His heart was breaking, and Varg just didn't seem to 
care. Without a word, he turned on his heel, and started running towards the stairs. 


Marie who saw the scene play out before her, went to go comfort him. "Pelle, are you okay?" 
"Leave me alone. | know what you and Varg did that night! | saw you two!" 
"Pelle, l'm sorry.” 


"| don't want to hear it. It's clear to me that Varg loves you. He never loved me." After he said that, he took 
off upstairs, slamming the door to his and Varg's bedroom. 


"Marie, is everything alright?" Fenriz walked over to her, wrapping an arm around her waist. 
She shook her head. "No Fenriz, everything is not alright. Pelle and Varg might break up, and it's my fault" 


"Don't blame yourself. You didn't know that this would happen" 


"I know.Fenriz.| think you and | need to talk to Varg in the morning." 


"| think that would be a good idea" He said, agreeing with her. 


Inside their bedroom, Pelle laid curled up on the bed, crying. His chest, and his heart both hurt. In his hand, he 
held a tiny, sharp razor. He ran his fingers over the cool, shiny blade. He held back a sob, as he pressed the 
blade up against the skin of his arm. Tears slid down his cheeks as he moved the blade down against his skin, 


drawing some blood. He dropped the razor down onto the floor, after he was done. 


He lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling. He tried to sleep, but it just wouldn't come to him. His and Varg's 
relationship was falling apart. He wondered, was he not good enough for Varg anymore? Did he think he was a 
freak now, ever since he had gotten pregnant? Was everything all a lie? As these thoughts raced through his 
mind, another sob wracked his body. 


| should have known better..it was all a lie..! should never have gotten so close to him. I've only let myself get 
hurt in the end. I'm not good enough for him. He never loved me at all" He whispered these words to himself, 


wishing that he had never met the man, Varg Vikernes, whom he loved, with all his heart: 


Chapter 21: Comfort 


Author's Notes: 

Okay, Chapter 27 is here everyone! :D You'll all find out in this chapter, if Varg's and Pelle's relationship is going 
to end or not. Also, Varg gets something very special for Pelle. :) And also, it is Pelle's birthday today 
everyone! :D He would have been 47 today. Wish he were with us :( Still alive. :( But he is still alive, in our 


hearts. 


It was early in the morning, when Varg woke up to Fenriz kicking at him. "Hey, wake up asshole." Fenriz said, as 
he was still kicking at him, trying to get him up. 
Varg groaned a bit. "Will you please knock that shit off? And what are you doing here anyways?" 


"Uh, you invited me over last night, that's why. And no, | won't stop. Not until you actually get up." 


He groaned some more, not really wanting to wake up. He had a very bad headache, due to drinking too much 
last night. But he knew that in order to get Fenriz to stop kicking at him, he would have to get up. "Alright. 
Fine, I'm getting up. Now will please stop that?" He sat up slowly, throwing the pillow at Fenriz in the process. 


"What happened last night?" He asked. He felt a bit confused. He couldn't remember the events that took place 


last night, besides the card game, and Jorn, Jan, Marissa, and Marie being at his house. 


Fenriz shook his head, frowning at him. "You had a lot to drink last night. | think you should really take it easy 
on the drinking.” 


"How come you don't have a hangover? Didn't you get drunk also?" 

"No, | was too busy trying to stop you from accidentally hurting Pelle." 

Varg was confused. What exactly had happened last night? "Why? What happened?" 

"You were being a bit of a jerk towards him. You tried to make sexual advances towards him, but he wasn't in 
the mood to do anything like that with you. | doubt that he has been for the past few weeks. You got mad at 

him, and grabbed him by his shoulders. You grabbed him a bit too roughly, because he was screaming for you 
to let go of him. | had to get you off of him, before something bad accidentally happened to him and the baby." 


Varg looked at him in disbelief. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. "What happened next?" 


"Well, he wanted you to come to bed with him, but you wouldn't. You decided to sleep down here." Fenriz said, 
as he sat next to him, taking a sip of his coffee. "You really hurt him last night Varg. He was very upset" 


"Is anyone else still here?" 


"Marie is. She just went to check up on Pelle a few minutes ago, to see if he is alright. Jorn called an hour ago. 
He didn’t really have much to drink last night either, so he knows what happened between you and Pelle. He's 
pretty upset and disappointed in you." 


Varg shook his head, trying to clear his mind He couldn't believe that all of this had happened last night, due 
to his stupidity. He felt extremely guilty for what he did. 


Just as he was about to say something, Marie came into the lounge room, with a concerned look on her face. 
"He's still awake. | could hear him still crying from outside the room. | knocked on the door, and asked if he was 


okay, but there was no answer.” 

After hearing this, Varg immediately stood up. "Shit! | need to talk to him right now! 

"| dont think he wants to talk to you right now Varg 

"But he needs mel | cant just stay down here and leave him like this. | need to go comfort him right now" 


"I think it's going to take more than just comforting him to make him feel better. Varg, he thinks that you 


don't love him anymore. He knows about what happened between me and you that one night.” 
"H-he does?" 
"Yeah, he does. He must have still been awake, and saw that you were kissing me." 


Varg fell back down on the couch, putting his face in his hands. "No wonder why he was being so distant and 
not talking much. | should have known that it wasn't just him being sick and tired" He looked up at the both of 
them, with tears filling his eyes. "What am | going to do? | fucked up big time. | don't want our relationship to 
end." Varg knew that he had to do something, to really make it up to Pelle. To let him know that he still loved 
him, that he was his everything. He knew that he needed to explain to him why he did what he had to do. He 
didn't want to lose him, over something like this. He knew that he had to do something to fix this. What that 
was, he didn't know yet. 


After Marie and Fenriz left, Varg called up Jorn to talk to him. When Jorn answered the phore, he yelled at 
Varg, letting him know how much of a jerk he had been last night, and how he was going to punch him in the 
face for making Pelle upset. Varg was able to calm him down, after he had explained everything to him. 
Sometime after they had got off the phone with each other, Jorn then came over to Varg's house to pick him 
up. Varg told him he wanted to get out of the house for a bit, to relieve some stress on his mind. But he 


couldn't keep his mind from wondering about Pelle. 


He was worried about him, about their relationship. He didn't know how he was going to make it up to him. He 
didn't know if Pelle would ever forgive him for what he did. He didn't know what to do anymore. He felt as if 
his whole world was falling apart, that there was nothing he could do to fix it, and he knew that it was all his 
fault. 


"Jorn, | don't know what to do..| don't want Pelle to leave me." 


"Well then, you really better think of something." 
"Like what? | thought about everything | could do and nothing seems good enough." 
"How about you get him something? Maybe chocolate? Flowers?" 


"| don't think so. Besides, that stuff is a bit cliché. If | were to buy him something, it would have to be 
something that he likes. Something special. Something that matches his personality.’ 


"Hmm..letis see..what could you get for him that he would like, that would show him that you still love him, 
and still want to be with him." 


They were walking down the streets, of the city of Oslo, as they were both thinking of something that Varg 
could get for Pelle. As they were walking, Varg looked up into the window of a store that they were passing by. 
He saw something in there that caught his interest. He stopped walking, and went up closer to the window of 


the store. 


"Hey, | think | thought of something. Maybe you could buy him a necklace that he would like. One that has a 
skull on it, like a human or an animal one. Hey? Are you listening to me? Hello? Varg? Varg! Listen to me, will 


you!" 
Varg suddenly interrupted him. "Jorn, stop. Come here and look. | think | found something | could get for him." 
"What is it?" 


"Just come over here and look" He motioned for Jorn to come over to him. Jorn walked to where he was, and 


he then pointed at what he was looking at. 


When he turned to Varg again, he had a look of disbelief and confusion on his face. "Are you serious? You're 
not seriously thinking of getting that for him? You do know what will happen once you leave that poor creature 
alone with him, right?" 


Varg turned to face Jorn He nodded his head at him. He was very serious about this. He knew that it would 
the perfect gift for his husband. He knew deep inside, that Pelle would love it. 


Jorn then brought a hand up to his face, shaking his head. "I just know that this is not going to end well for 
that poor creature. Well, let's go inside then" 


It was in the afternoon when Varg got back to his and Pelle's house. He gently placed the cage down, that held 
the animal inside, that he had bought for Pelle. Jorn tried to convince him that it would be a very bad idea to 
do this. That Pelle would end up killing the poor thing. But Varg had a feeling that he wouldn't. 

They had also bought pet supplies for the animal also, like food and other stuff for it. 


He walked upstairs, heading to his and Pelle's room. He thought about knocking at the door, but he decided to 
open it instead. Thankfully, the door was unlocked. When he stepped inside of the room, the sight of Pelle on 
the bed, made his heart feel heavy. He was still awake, crying. Varg walked up over to the bed, sat on it, and 
placed a hand on Pelle's shoulder. He must not have heard him coming into the room, because it startled him. 
He looked up, and saw Varg staring down at him. He moved away from him, burying his face into the pillow. "Go 


away. Leave me alone." 
y 


A huge lump was forming in Varg's throat. He had to choke back a sob, that tried to escape from his lips. He 
took a deep breath before speaking. "Pelle..Please..talk to me." 


"There's nothing to talk about" 


"Pelle, please. l'm sorry about last night. | never meant for any of that to happen. | never meant for you to 


get hurt." 
"Then why did you kiss Marie?" 


Varg sighed. He knew he had to tell him the truth. "Pelle, that's what | need to explain to you. You see..you 
have it all wrong. Do you want to know the real reason why | kissed her? | was finally letting go of my past. | 
was finally saying goodbye to it, the life that | had with her. | just felt that it was the only way to actually do 
that. But | realize that | shouldn't have done it that way, because if it means losing you, then saying goodbye 
to the past like that is worth nothing.” 


"It doesn't make you upset? That you'll never be with her again? That you'll never get to see your children 


that you had with her?" 


Varg moved closer to him, wrapping his arms around the Swede. Holding him close to his chest, feeling his 
heartbeat speed up. "I used to feel that way before, but now | don't anymore. I'm not going to reminiscence 
about the past anymore. | am looking towards the future. | want to spend all of eternity with you. | want to 
grow old with you. Pelle, if | didn't love you, do you think that | would have traveled back in time to save you? 


| love you Pelle, you are my angel, my whole life, my everything." He kissed his forehead, caressing his face. 


"V-Varg.." Pelle couldn't find the words to say. Instead he just wrapped his arms around his neck, and kissed 


him. "I should never have doubted you..'m so sorry.." He said, as tears fell down his face. 


"No. I'm the one who should be sorry. For making you feel this way. Doubting my love for you. | promise that 
Ill never make you feel like that again | swear that | won't" 


"I love you Varg." Pelle said, as he smiled at him. 


"I love you too Pelle." It had been a long time since he had seen that smile on his face. He ran his finger over 
his lips. He hoped that that smile would never fade away again. He then rubbed his stomach, and kissed it. "Is 
our baby alright?" 


"Well he or she should be fine. We have to go to the hospital tomorrow." 


"Oh, right. Going to find out the gender of our child. | can't wait to find out." He kissed his stomach once more, 
and pulled his shirt back down. He was about to kiss him again on the lips, until he noticed the huge scar on 
Pelle's arm. "Did you cut yourself last night?" 


Pelle looked down, not wanting to look Varg in the face. He simply nodded his head, shaking a little. "| was hurt 

by what happened last night. | couldn't take it anymore. Not knowing whether you loved me or not" He moved 

the sleeve of his shirt back down, trying to cover up the wound. "| won't do it again.l'm sorry.." He whispered, 
as a tear slid down his cheek 


He felt the sleeve of his shirt being pushed back up, and soon Varg's mouth was on his arm, leaving gentle, 
sweet kisses on his arm. "You have nothing to be sorry for. I'm the one who made you feel like doing this 
again" He leaned up, and kissed the Swede's tears away. "I'm sorry, to the both of you. | should have never 
done what | did. | promise you'll never feel like this again" He said, leaving a sweet kiss on lips. He closed his 
eyes, breathing in the Swede's sweet scent. He was happy, they both were. Varg was thankful, that he was 
able to fix things between them. He promised himself, that he would never take their relationship for granted 


ever again. And he intended on keeping that promise. 


They held each other like that, for what seemed like an eternity. Varg was so happy, that he had almost 
forgotten what he had gotten for Pelle. 


"Oh... can't forget that now." 
"What? What is it that you can't forget about?" 


| got something for you. Its downstairs. Just wait up here while | go get it. Close your eyes too. | don't want 
you to see until | tell you to open them." 


"Alright" Pelle said, as he closed his eyes. He heard him get off the bed, and then walking outside their room. 
He wondered what Varg could have gotten him. He felt a feeling of excitement, boiling up in his chest. He 
couldn't wait to see, what Varg had for him. 


He soon heard his footsteps coming back into their bedroom, and then felt something warm and soft, being 


placed into his lap. "Varg..you got me a pet?" 

"You can open your eyes now." 

He opened his eyes. He saw a white, fluffy rabbit sitting in his lap, that had red eyes. It was an albino rabbit. 
"You got me a rabbit?" Pelle thought it was funny, but also very sweet, that Varg had gotten him a pet 
rabbit. He petted it, loving how soft its fur felt. 

"Yes, | did. The owner of the store was going to put her down, because no one wanted to adopt her. He said 
people don't want an albino rabbit. So | decided to buy her as a gift for you, something to make up for the 
way | made you feel. So, what do you think of her?" He said, as he sat down on the bed also petting the 
rabbits fur. 

"I think she's very beautiful Varg, thank you." Pelle leaned up to kiss him. "I love her." 

"Good, I'm happy that you do. Jorn thought it would be a bad idea though. He thinks that you might kill her.” 
"Well, you can tell Jorn that I'm not going to kill her." Pelle said, laughing. "She needs a name. Hmm... 

"What are you thinking about?" 

| think | already know what to name her." 

"Oh? And what would that be?" 


"Bathory. That's going to be her name." 


Varg laughed. He should have known that Pelle would pick out a name, that had a morbid past to it, for his new 
pet. "That's a good name for her, Bathory." 


Just as they were about to lay down, Tracey then decided to walk into their bedroom. "Hey, did you two finally 
make up yet.." She froze in her footsteps, as soon as she saw what was sitting in Pelle's lap. "Is that..a 
rabbit?" 

"Uh, yes..why?" Pelle asked her, confused. 


| hate rabbits." Tracey said, glaring at Bathory, and internally hissing at her. 


Pelle and Varg looked at each other. They both knew that they would have to keep Tracey away from Bathory, 


or they would come home, to a dead rabbit. 


Chapter 28: Two Special Souls 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 28! :) | wanted to start writing a new chapter, as soon as | finished chapter 21 yesterday. :) | hope 
that everyone enjoys this :) 


Pelle laid down on the ultrasound table. The doctor lifted up the shirt he was wearing, so he could rub the gel 
on his abdomen. He shivered, because the gel was very cold. Varg was in the room with him, sitting down in a 
chair. They were both excited, because today they were going to find out what the gender of their child would 
be. 


They both waited, with anticipation, while the doctor asked Pelle questions. "So have you been doing well?" 

"| have been doing alright. Though, had a rough time during the past few weeks, but everything is fine now’ 
"Been eating healthy and taking care of yourself?" 

"Well.l've eaten a bit less during my third month." 


"That's not good for you, and the baby. You need to start eating more, if you want your baby to be healthy. 


Do you understand?" 
"Yes, | do." 


"Good. Now just relax, while | find out how the baby is doing. And l'm sure you and your husband are both 
anxious To find out the gender today." 


"Yes, we are. We have been wanting to find out ever since we discovered that he was pregnant.” Varg said. He 
looked at him with a hint of excitement in his eyes. Pelle smiled back at him. It would be very soon, that they 
would both find out if Pelle was having a girl or a boy. Though what they didn't know, was that they were 


both in for a surprise. 


"Hmm..it seems that you are both very lucky. | have confirmed the gender of your babies. You two are going 


to be fathers to two beautiful girls." 


"Thank you, | am very happy..wait..Did you just say that | am going to have twins?" Pelle asked the doctor, his 


voice full of surprise and shock. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. 


"Yes, you are. See, there they are." The doctor said, pointing at the TV monitor. "And they both seem to be 
very healthy. Congratulations to the both of you." 


Varg came up to Pelle, holding his hand He rested his head on his shoulder, as he stared up at the screen 


They both looked at each other, smiling. They couldn't believe how lucky they were. 


It was now the I8th week of Pelle's pregnancy. His stomach was starting to grow bigger. Varg had to buy him 
some new clothing that he could fit into, and so that he could still hide his pregnancy from the outside world. 
They had called everyone they knew to tell them the good news. Everyone was happy for them. Though there 


was someone who wasn't.. 


When Marissa had heard that Pelle was going to have two baby girls, she felt a pang of jealousy. She felt that 
it just wasn't fair, that this young man was to be the father of twins, and she wasn't even allowed to see her 
child. She would try calling to check up on her, but the people who took her child away from her, wouldn't tell 
her anything. 


As she watched over Pelle, and helped took care of him, she felt that she needed to something to put a stop 
to this pregnancy. But she knew that while Marie was with her, she wouldn't be able to do anything to him. 


She waited for the right moment when she would be able to get her chance, and that time was soon coming.. 


It was early in the morning, on Thursday. Varg had just left for work. When he saw earlier, that it was only 
Marissa who had came, he asked where Marie was. She told him that Marie had gone out grocery shopping 
with Fenriz, and that she would be here soon Varg told her that Pelle was upstairs, still getting ready for the 
day. He trusted Marissa. He hardly had any idea about her past, so he didn't know that it would be a bad idea 


to leave her alone with Pelle. He walked out the door, not knowing that his husband was danger. 


Marissa walked upstairs, and into their bedroom. She saw Pelle sitting on the bed, petting his rabbit. "Hello Pelle. 
How are you today?" 


Pelle looked over his shoulder, seeing her. "Oh, hey Marissa. l'm doing alright." He said cheerfully, oblivious to 
what would happen to him today. "Where's Marie?" 


"She's out getting groceries with Fenriz. They'll both be here soon" 
"Alright" 


"You know, | haven't had breakfast this morning yet, and | am starving. What about you? Do you want to get 


something to eat now?" 


He nodded his head. "Yeah, l'm pretty hungry myself too. Just let me put Bathory in her cage, and we can head 
downstairs." He got up slowly from where he was sitting, picking up his rabbit. He put her back in her cage, and 
then turned to Marissa. "Alright, we can go now." He said. 


"Are you doing alright? You seem to be having some trouble walking.” 


"Oh, just a little bit. | can't really walk as much now, without any help. My body is not equipped to carry a 
child, let alone two." 


"Here, let me help you." She said, as she wrapped an arm around his waist, and put his one arm over her 


shoulder. "Okay, now let's get you downstairs." 


He nodded his head in thanks to her. They both walked out of the room, and towards the top of the stairs. As 
they reached the first step, Pelle had a gut feeling that there wasn't something right. He started to feel sick 
as he looked down at the bottom of the stairs. "Marissa. think l'll stay upstairs for now, and just wait for 
Marie and Fenriz to get here." 


"Why? Are you feeling okay?" 
"N-no..l just don't feel very well all of a sudden. Could you bring breakfast upstairs for me?" 
"Don't worry, you'll be fine. Just don't look down" She said reassuring him. 


"Please Marissa. Something just doesn't feel right. need to go lie down for a moment." He removed his arm 


from her shoulder, and tried to turn around to head back to his room, but suddenly she stopped him. 
He gulped. Not liking what was going on right now. "Marissa.what are you doing?" 
"l'Il make sure that you lie down I'll make sure that you go to sleep, for a very long time." 


"W-what do you mean.by-" Before he could finish what he was about to say, he felt two hands on his back, 
pushing him down the stairs. He let out a scream as he was falling, staring up in terror, as Marissa stared 
down at him with a sadistic look on her face. When he reached the bottom of the stairwell, his stomach and 


his head hit the floor very hard. 


He winced in pain, as he tried to get up. But it was hopeless. He was too weak to move, and in the process of 
his fall, he had twisted his leg. He was about to lose consciousness, when suddenly he felt a cold blade on his 
stomach. 


He stared up at Marissa, as she held the knife to his abdomen. He was scared for his life and for his babies. 
He especially didn't want anything to happen to them. He hoped that they were alright. "Pl-please..don't.." He 
pleaded with her, hoping that she wouldn't hurt them. 


"Sorry Pelle, but if | can't have my little girl, then you certainly can't have yours." She was about to plunge 
the knife into his stomach, until she heard a car pulling up into the driveway. 


Pelle turned his head weakly, wanting to scream for help. But all that came out were whimpers of pain. 


"Shit! You're fucking lucky. I'll have to take care of you some other time, if you live through this.’ 

Pelle saw her get up from where she was, walking towards the kitchen to put the knife away, and then 
towards the door. He needed to try to stay awake, so he could tell Marie and Fenriz what had happened, but it 
was no use. He soon lost consciousness before they both came in. 

"Marie, Fenriz! | am so relieved that you are both here!" 

‘Marissa, calm down. Whats wrong? Is everything okay?" Marie asked her. 

"No, everything is not okay. Pelle fell down the stairs. He should have waited for me, and | would have helped 
him. | tried to get him to wake up, but he won't!" She said, crying, pretending to be upset. She figured that she 
might get away with this. That Pelle wouldn't remember anything. That he would think that he tripped on 
something, and no one would find out what really happened. 

Shit! Is he alright!?" Fenriz ran over to where Pelle was still lying on the floor. 

"l-I don't know. don't know if him and the babies are okay..” 

"He still seems to be breathing.Marie! Call for an ambulance right now! We need to get him to the hospital!" 
‘lm doing that right now. | just hope him and the babies are okay." She said, as she dialed ‘Il. 


Varg was standing outside of the library with Jorn. They were both talking about how him and Pelle were going 
to prepare for their babies. They still had a lot of things to buy for them. As they were talking, an ambulance 
drove by, heading in the direction that they came from. Neither of them knew of what had just happened. 
Varg heard his phone ringing from his pocket. He pulled it out, and then answered it. "Hello?" 

"Varg! Thank goodness you answered." 

"Marie? You sound upset.ls everything alright? Did something happen?" 


"Pelle, he fell down the stairs!" 


"What!?" Varg couldn't believe what was happening. He grew worried at the thought of what might happen to 
Pelle, and their babies. "Did you guys call M?" 


"Yes we did. The ambulance just arrived here now. Meet us at the hospital." 


"Is Pelle alright?" 


"We don't know for sure yet. He's still breathing, but the doctors will want to make sure if he really is alright, 
and if the babies are too." 


| hope they will be. I'm with Jorn, we'll both be there soon" He then hung up the phone, and told Jorn what 
had happened. While on their way towards the hospital, Jorn called Jan to let him know what had happened. 
Unfortunately he couldn't make it, because he was away for a little vacation, but he told Jorn to tell Varg that 
he hoped that Pelle, and their twins would be alright. 


They got to the hospital as quickly as they could. Varg asked where his husband was, and the nurse let him 
know that he was in the emergency room, getting checked out by the doctor, to make sure that he was okay. 


When they got there, Pelle was still unconscious. Varg ran over to him, as soon as he saw him. "Pelle! Pelle my 


love, please wake up." He turned to the doctor. "Is he and the babies alright?" 


"They should be fine. Luckily the only injury he suffered was a twisted leg. But other than that, him and the 
babies will be alright." 


"Thank goodness." Varg said as he kissed the top of his forehead. "When will he be waking up?" 


"He should be waking up soon. | suggest you give him this pain medication" The doctor said, as he handed Varg 
a bottle of pills. "Make sure that he gets lots of rest when you take him home." 


"| will" After that, the doctor left. Leaving Varg alone with Pelle, who had yet to wake up, and Marie, Fenriz, 
Jorn, and Marissa. They all waited for the Swede to wake up. Fifteen minutes or so passed by, and he finally 
came to. Everyone, except Marissa came over to him, happy that he was okay. 

"Where am |?" Pelle asked, his voice still weak. 

"You're at the hospital love. Everyone was so worried about you." Varg said, kissing his forehead. 


Pelle suddenly grew worried. "The babies! Are they okay? They're not dead, are they?" 


"Calm down Pelle, they're okay.” Varg said, soothing him. "They weren't harmed. The only injury you have is a 
twisted leg." 


He breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank goodness. | was so worried that | had lost them." He said this, as he 
rubbed his stomach. 


Fenriz decided to speak up. "Pelle, what is the last thing that you remember happening?" 


"Marissa told us that you tripped on something and fell down the stairs. ls that really what happened?" Marie 
asked. 


'N-no..that's not what happened.She's lying." 


Varg grabbed him by his shoulders, wanting to know what had really happened. "Go on Pelle. Tell me. Did she do 
something to you?" 


Pelle nodded his head. "She pushed me down the stairs. S-she held a knife to my stomach..She was going to kil 


me, kill our babies." 


Varg was getting angry as Pelle told him what had happened. He couldn't believe that Marissa, someone who he 
trusted would try to hurt Pelle and their children. He held the shaking form in his arms, trying to comfort 


him. 
"l-| was so scared..! feared more for our babies instead of my life..! didn't want her to hurt them.." 


“Shh.shh.it's alright. She won't hurt you anymore. I'll make sure of that" Varg turned to the others. "Stay 
here with him. | need to go have a little talk with Marissa" He got up, storming out of the room. 


He saw Marissa, standing there, with a blank expression on her face. He stormed over to her, shoving her up 
against the wall, 


"What the fuck are you doing?! Get your hands off of mel" She tried to pry his hands off of her, but it was 


no use. His nails were digging into her skin. 


"You fucking bitch! How could you? How could you do that to him! We both trusted you, but you betrayed our 
trust!" 


Its not fair!" She cried. "Its not fair that he gets to have two beautiful girls, and I'm not even allowed to see 


mine!" 
But Varg wasn't listening to her. He was furious. He almost lost Pelle before, and he sure as hell wasn't going 
to let that happen again. "I don't want you ever coming near us again! Do you hear me? If | ever see you again, 


| am going to call the police." 


"They probably wouldn't even bother to help you and your husband anyway. You two don't deserve to have 
such wonderful children. He and those babies should be dead." She said, grinning at him sadistically. 


Varg was about ready to punch her in the face, until he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned around and he 


saw Fenriz. 
"Varg, don't. She's not worth it. Just let her go." 


He nodded his head at him, letting go of Marissa. She glared at him, as she winced in pain. 


| want you to go far away. Leave this city and don't ever come near us again If you ever, hurt him again, I'l 


make sure that you pay for what you've done." 


She just scowled and spat at him. "You two are disgusting. Do you hear me? Pelle is a fucking freak. | don't 
understand how you could be with him" 


"Just get out of here Marissa" Fenriz said. "Or we will call the cops’ 
"Fine, lIl leave. | don't want to be near you freaks anyways" She stormed off down the hallway, still yelling 
"Don't listen to her Varg. You and Pelle are not disgusting” 

"| know Fenriz. lm just so angry that she hurt him" 

"We all are. We're all very upset. Now, | think you better get back to Pelle. He needs you right now" 


"Alright" Varg said as he walked towards the room. Marie and Jorn came out. They were going to the leave 


the couple alone for a bit 

Varg walked in the room, sitting down on the bed. He held Pelle's hand, running his finger across his it. "She'll 
never be able to hurt you or our girls again I'm going to make sure of that 

"| wish | could have done something to stop her. | feel like | can't even defend myself" 

"Its okay. You wouldn't have been able to do anything, because you were hurt! 

"| know.l just wish | could have been able to protect Eva and Elsa. 

"Eva. Elsa?" 


Pelle nodded his head. "| was going to let you know that | picked out names for them, after you've gotten out 


of work." 

Varg held Pelle close to him, resting his head on top of his. He rubbed gently at Pelle's stomach. 

Pelle was about to fall asleep, when he suddenly felt something kick. Inside his stomach, he could feel their 
babies kicking. When he looked up at Varg, he had a dreamy look in his eyes. He knew that he could feel them 


too. 


They kissed, both of them savoring this moment. They had come so very far in this life. They knew that they 
would face more challenges, but in the end it would all be worth it. They both sat there, content in each 


others arms. Pelle smiled to himself, feeling the faint fluttering kicks in his womb. He couldn't wait until the end 
of his pregnancy, where they would finally get to see their beautiful girls. The thought of it was enough to 
help him sleep through the night, as Varg held him close, awestruck by the tiny lives, they had created 
together. 


Unexpected Changes 
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The past few months passed by very quickly for Varg and Pelle. Pelle called his family, to let them know the 
good news. At first, they didn't believe him, but he sent them a picture so that they would. They were all 
very surprised, when they saw that he was telling the truth. They called the couple up, congratulating them. 
Pelle's mother told him that she would send some money, to help them take care of the babies. 


During the past months, Pelle's stomach grew bigger, as their babies grew inside of him. He was almost about 
the size of a watermelon He could hardly fit into any of his clothes, besides a couple of shirts. 


The babies kicked more often now. It made him smile, thinking about his two precious girls forming inside of his 
womb. Whenever he would feel them kicking, he would rub his belly, happy about the lives that him and Varg 
had created. Whenever Varg placed his warm hands onto his extended stomach, he would lean down to kiss it, 
singing softly to the twins. These were the parts of being pregnant, that Pelle loved The others..not so much.. 
The morning sickness, that he had dealt with in the beginning had calmed down, but there were times when he 
still felt sick. He broke down into fits of crying, many times. Happy one minute, wanting to have a little ‘fury 
with Varg, and the next curled up into a little ball on their bed crying, with Varg trying to comfort him. He 
started eating more than what he usually did, which was a good thing for him and his twins, but despite 
knowing this he still complained about being fat. 


It was the 24th week of his pregnancy, and he was snuggled up to Varg, thinking that the worst parts of this 
were all over. It couldn't get any worse, could it? He sighed to himself, finally closing his eyes. "No, it can't get 
any worse." He thought to himself, the sound of Varg's heartbeat lulling him to sleep. He didn't know how wrong 
he could be.. 


The next morning, he woke up feeling a bit sore. He figured that it was because of the pregnancy that his 
body felt so sore. He got up slowly from the bed, trying not to wake Varg up, who was still snoring next to 
him. He walked over to the bathroom, with a bit of trouble. He looked at his naked form in the mirror, seeing 


the dark circles under his eyes. 


There was something different about his body, besides his huge belly. But due to him being so tired, he didn't 
notice. He opened the cupboard above the sink, getting the bottle of pain medication out. He filled a glass up 
with water, put the pills in his mouth, and then drank the water. When he closed the cupboard, he looked at 
himself again in the mirror. He finally noticed what was different about his body. He looked down, and saw 
something between his legs that shouldn't be there. He dropped the glass he was holding, and let out a loud 


scream. 


Varg suddenly woke up, hearing Pelle screaming from the other room. He got up out of bed fast, afraid that 
the Swede was being attacked or was hurt. He ran over to the bathroom, to see what was going on, why Pelle 


was screaming. "Pelle! What's wrong? Are you hurt or something?!" 

Pelle turned to him, pointing down between legs. "My penis is gone! Varg.l am turning into a woman!" 

Varg looked down, and saw that he was right. His penis was gone. What was there between his legs, shouldn't 
have been there, but it was. Pelle had a vagina. Varg scratched the back of his head, trying to think of 
something to say. "Umm..well this is a surprise." 

"You think?!" Pelle yelled at him, making Varg flinch. "How is this happening! Its not even possible!" 

"Well, so is you being pregnant isn't, but you are.” 

"| need an explanation to this! And | think | know who to go to." Pelle said, shoving past Varg and back into their 
bedroom. He pulled on a pair of underwear, then pants, and then put on a shirt, that barely covered his huge 
belly. After that, he walked down the stairs, seething with anger. Varg followed him, as he went outside. "Pelle 


get back here! You'll make yourself sick!" 


| need to know why more parts of my body are changing!" He said, not even bothering to turn around. He 


walked over to where the tree house was, and started climbing the ladder. 


"At least put a coat on.Hey! What are you doing? Get down from there! You'll get yourself hurt!" Varg yelled 
up to him. But Pelle just ignored him. He sighed to himself, and climbed up after the Swede. 


When Pelle made it to the top, he went inside, and saw Tracey who was still asleep. He stormed over to her. 


"Wake up! Tell me what the hell is going on!" He screamed in her ear. 


Tracey jumped a few inches off the bed, startled by Pelle's screaming. She groaned, and then turned over, 


glaring at him. "Do you know what time it is?" 

"| don't care. | want you to explain this to mel” He pulled down his pants, along with his underwear and showed 
her the reason why he was upset. Varg came up behind him, pulling his clothes back up. "Love, please keep 
your clothes on" He wrapped an arm around him, making sure to keep him warm. "Just calm down, l'm sure 
Tracey knows why this is happening. Right, Tracey?" 

"Yes, | do know why." She sighed to herself. "Pelle, your body is changing." 


"Yes, | can see that. But why?" 


"Well, at the end of the pregnancy you are obviously going to give birth. Since there was no way for you to 
naturally give birth, your body decided to change. | knew that this would happen. | decided not to tell you, 
because | didn't want you to freak out. Oh, | would suggest you go change your shirt.” 

"Why?" He asked, confused. 


"You're leaking.” 


Pelle looked down at his chest. He lifted up his shirt, finally noticing two small breasts on it, that were leaking 
breast milk. "What?!" He screeched. "This can't be happening!" 


"Well, you're just going to have to deal with it blondie, because it is." 

He was feeling light headed. He fainted, falling back into Varg's arms. Tracey looked up to Varg, pointing her 
finger at the door. "Take your moody husband back to the house." 

Varg nodded his head, not wanting to argue with that. 


He carried Pelle back inside the house. Pelle woke up moments later, noticing that he was laying in bed, with 


Varg looming over him. "Hello Pelle." The brunette said, pecking his nose. 

Pelle just turned over, his stomach making it hard. He didn't want to face Varg. "Don't look at me Varg" 
"Why? There's nothing wrong with you." 

He turned to face him. "Look at mel l'm turning into a freak!" 

"Pelle..you're not a freak" Varg placed his hands on his shoulders, trying to calm him. 


"Yes | am. | belong in the circus." He buried his face into his chest. "| don't understand why you're still with 
me." He whispered, his voice muffled by the fabric of Varg's shirt. 


Varg grabbed his face, lifting it up so he could look him in the eyes. "Pelle.listen to me. You're not a freak. You 
are a very amazing, and wonderful person Even though you're pregnant, | don't think differently of you. You're 
body is changing, so it can accommodate for this pregnancy. You're not turning into a woman, okay?" He kissed 
the top of his forehead. "I'm sure after all this is over, your body will go back to the way it was before. Do 


you feel better now?" 
"l-I guess." He said, sniffling a bit. "l-l just feel ugly.” 


"Well, trust me when | say this, but you're not, okay?" Varg said, rubbing his face against his. "You want to 
know something? | actually find this to be pretty hot. Seeing you, so full of my seed. And knowing that | can 
pleasure you, in a different way now." He said this, sucking and biting down on his neck. "I want to try 


something, but only if you want to." 


Pelle let out low moans, feeling Varg's mouth on his neck, and his hand going underneath his shirt, to cup one 


of his small, soft breasts. He squeezed it gently, playing around with the nipple. 


He lay beneath him now, their tongues entwined with one another. Varg let him get a chance to sit up, so he 
could take his shirt off, and he did the same. Pelle wrapped his arms around his neck, pulling him close. Varg 
kissed him hungrily, trailing his hand down between his legs. 


He put his hand down his pants, rubbing small circular movements on his clit, earning gasping, light moans from 
Pelle. He looked down at him, to see his face, contorted in pleasure. He added a few fingers inside of him, 


moving them in and out. 


Pelle closed his eyes. This new feeling of pleasure was very new to him. It was different, but it felt very 
amazing. After a few times of Varg, moving his fingers in and out of his cunt, and still rubbing his clit, Pelle 


let out a loud moan, spilling wet juices onto Varg's hand. 


Varg then removed his fingers from Pelle's sensitive pussy, and went to go take off his jeans, and underwear. 


He crawled back on top of Pelle, rubbing his cock up against the slit of his pussy, teasing him. 


'Mmm...Varg..P-please..Just put it in me already!" He moaned, arching his back, and grinding his hips up against 


him. 
"Heh heh.| love teasing you..You should see yourself right now." 
"Well.st-stop teasing me.| need you to fuck me now!" Pelle whimpered, clawing at Varg's back. 


"So needy." He kissed him again, as he held Pelle's hips, the head of his cock pressed against Pelle's cunt. He 
pushed against him, his length going inside of him. For Pelle, there was a bit of pain. He gritted his teeth, his 
hands going into Varg's hair. 


Varg moved slowly against him, not wanting to hurt him or their babies. Pelle wrapped his legs around him. He 
begged for Varg to go faster, and harder. This whole feeling of pleasure was new to him. He never imagined 
that it would feel so amazing. He let out loud moans, as Varg fucked him harder, hitting that sweet spot inside 


of him with more force. 


Pelle cummed multiple times. He pussy was so sensitive from being fucked so much. He looked up at Varg, with 
lust in his eyes. He knew that he was getting close to release. Varg grabbed one of his breasts, squeezing it, 
and rubbing his sensitive clit with his other. 


Pelle shuddered as Varg rubbed his clit, making him moan even more. He didn't know how much more he could 
take. He tightly squeezed Varg's waist with his legs, wrapping his arms around his neck. He bit into his neck, to 
muffle the scream, as he came again. Varg followed soon after, feeling his muscles clench down on him, 


cumming inside of the Swede's cunt. 


They both laid on the bed, exhausted. Varg could hear Pelle's heart pounding fast, as he tried to catch his 
breath. 


"Th-that was..amazing.." Pelle said, still out of breath. 
"Yes..it really was." Varg said, as he rested his head against Pelle's soft breasts. 


"We're going to have to clean up soon. | have to go shopping with Jorn today. His taking me to this baby store 
that's nearby." 


“Alright, but first | want to try something" Varg said, as he eyed Pelle's breasts, which were leaking again. 


"What's that?" Varg didn't answer him. He let out a small gasp, as he soon felt Varg's mouth upon one of his 
nipples. He moaned a bit, as the brunette sucked lightly on it. He soon released it, and looked up at Pelle. 


"You're weird..you know you just drank so-" Before he could finish, Varg's mouth was upon his. Pelle let out a 


muffled noise of disgust, as he tasted the milk that came from his breast. 

Varg then stopped kissing, smirking at him. Pelle looked like he was about ready to kill him, some milk going 
down to his chin. "So, what do you think?" Varg asked him. He soon got his answer, when he felt Pelle's hand, 
slap him hard. 

"Varg..A mother is not supposed to drink her own milk!" 

"Wait..did you just call yourself a mother?" 


Pelle growled, throwing the pillow at Varg. 


"Okay, I'll let you go clean up now." Varg said, letting Pelle use the shower first. "I'll go make you some 


breakfast while you do that." 
He heard Pelle mumble incoherent words from the bathroom, as he passed by. 


"I love you too, Pelle" He said, smiling to himself, not wanting to bother the moody, pregnant Swede. He went 
downstairs to the kitchen, to make breakfast for him, knowing that that would please him. 


Chapter 30: Trouble Returns 
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"So, tell me again Pelle, why do you have boobs?" Jorn asked, his eyes wide, staring down at Pelle's chest. 
"Can you please stop looking at them?!" Pelle responded back, demanding that he look him in the eyes. 

| didn't mean to stare so much, it's just those are some big mounds on you." 

Jan, who was standing right next to him, nodded his head in agreement. 

"They are not! Varg! Help me out here, will you?!" Pelle said, looking at his husband. 


Varg came up behind him, wrapping his arms around his waist. "You see guys, Pelle's body is changing, 


accommodating for his pregnancy.” 

"So he needs boobs and a pussy for it?" Jan asked. 

Varg nodded his head. He grabbed a hold of Pelle's breasts, giving them a light squeeze. Pelle let out a gasp, 
surprised that Varg was doing this in front of the others. "I think his breast are soft and beautiful.” He said, 
with a playful smile on his face. 

Pelle pushed him off of him. "Varg, let go of me now. You're embarrassing me." 

"l'm sorry, | couldn't help myself" He said, giving him a light peck on the cheek. 

Pelle turned to the others. "So Jorn, what were you saying about this place now?" 

"Well, it's the best place where you could get some baby furniture. Like a crib, stroller, chairs, and other 
things too. You'll be renting these things out, and making payments towards them each month. Does that sound 
good to you?" 


"Yes, it does sound good. ls there anything else | should know?" 


"Yeah, there is actually. When you go up to the cashier, they're going to want you, the person who is pregnant, 


to sign some papers for the stuff that you're getting.” 


"So, the people who work there, will know that | am pregnant?" 


"Pretty much." 
| don't like the sound of that." 
"Don't worry, everything should be fine. Now come on, we better be going now." 


He nodded his head, and then turned to Varg, who gave him a hug. "You sure you don't want me to come with 


you?" 
"Ill be alright. Nothing is going to happen" 
"Alright, I'll see you when you're home. Just be careful, okay?" He said, kissing his cheek. 


"Okay, | will be." 


They pulled up in front of the shop. Jorn unbuckled his seat belt, and got out of the car. He opened the door 
for Pelle, helping him out of the vehicle. Pelle wrapped his coat more around himself, trying to hide the fact 
that he was pregnant. 


They both walked inside of the shop. The lady at the cash register, greeted them with a smile on her face. 
Outside of the shop, they didn't notice, but a familiar face had seen them. Henri Stephensen. 


He saw the two men, walk into the shop. He immediately recognized them, when he saw them. He couldn't 
believe what he was seeing. Why were Necrobutcher and Dead heading into a baby shop? And why did Dead 
look like he was trying to hide something. He pulled out his phone, dialing the number for the news station that 
he worked for. 


"Hello, NRK News, this is Henri Stephensen here. | found something here in Oslo, that you'll definitely want to 


get a report on" He explained, smirking to himself. 
"Okay, just tell us where you are, and we'll be right over soon" 


Pelle grabbed the crib, trying to lift it up from the shelf it was on, and put it into the cart. But he was having 
a bit of trouble. Jorn, who came near him, with the stroller, helped him get it into the cart. 


"Thanks Jorn" 


"You're welcome. Well, it looks like we got everything. The rest of the stuff we can just buy later. Come on, 


lets go sign those papers now." 
They both walked over to the cashier. "We'll be renting this stuff out miss.” 
"Alright, so where's the lady who'll be signing the papers?" 


They both looked at each other. They knew that it had to be done. Pelle stepped in front of Jorn. "| am the one 
who is pregnant. I'll be signing them." He explained, not bothering to look up at her. 


She let out a laugh. "Ha ha, very funny. You almost had me there for a moment.” 
"No, | really am telling the truth." He opened his coat, lifting his shirt up. "See? Now do you believe me?" 


The cashier stepped back, surprised and disgusted by what she was seeing. "Is this some kind of sick joke? l'm 
not going to let you rent this stuff. You two faggots better get the fuck out of my shop now!" 


"Listen lady, please. We don't need this right now. Just please let him sign the papers, and you'll never have to 


see us again" 
"| said get the fuck out of my shop now!" She screamed, pointing at the door. 
"Fine, alright we'll leave. Come on Pelle, we'll find someplace else to get the furniture." 


Pelle nodded his head, as he hooked his arm with Jorn's. They were about to leave the shop, but when they 
looked out the window, they saw that a huge crowd had formed outside. 


Pelle's eyes widened in horror. Among the crowd were a few religious fanatics, and Mayhem fans. He pulled his 
shirt back down, trying to cover up his exposed belly. He couldn't let anyone see what his body looked like. Jorn 
helped him get his coat back on 

They also noticed someone else who was outside, with a microphone in his hand, and wearing a yellow suit. The 
news reporter Henri Stephensen From outside, he waved to them, with a big smile on his face. They could see 


other people behind him, holding camcorders, and cameras. 


"Oh no, not this guy again" Jorn frowned, wishing that he had never brought Pelle here. "Hey! Lady! Is there a 


back entrance that we can go through?" 
The cashier just shook her head. "You're going to have to go through that way." 


"Great." 


"Jorn.| need to get out of here." 


"Don't worry, I'll find a way to get you safely back home. Everything will be alright. Come on, we better get 


outside." 


He nodded his head, as he hid his face behind the bassist, not wanting to face the fans yet. As soon as they 
stepped outside the doors, the flashing lights of cameras blinded his eyes. 


"Let us through please, Dead here is not feeling so welll" Jorn yelled out to the crowd, trying to get Pelle 
through it. 


"Well, it looks like we meet again Necrobutcher. Are you and Dead dating now?" 

"What? No! | have a girlfriend asshole!" 

"That's not what it looks like to me." Henri said. 

"Are you fucking kidding me?" 

Pelle ignored their arguing, and looked over the crowd, looking out at his fans. He could hear a few of their 
voices, some of them calling him a freak, a faggot, a slut. Some pointed at his stomach, which was still exposed. 
He could hear them laughing at him. He could tell that they didn't like him anymore. 

He stepped behind Jorn a bit more, hoping soon that this nightmare would end. 


Back at home, Varg skimmed through all of the letters that Jan showed him. The letters were never delivered 
to their house, only at the one in Krakstad. They were mostly death threats. Some telling them how disgusting 
and unnatural they were. There were a fair few that said they were happy for them. 


"Pelle's not going to like reading these." He frowned, crumpling up another one and throwing it away with the 


rest. 
"No, he isn't. How about we turn on the TV and see what's on?" 
Varg agreed with him, wanting to do anything else besides reading all these letters. 


When the TV came on, it was on the news station Jan was about to change it, until Varg stopped him. He 


looked closely at the screen, seeing Pelle and Jorn, who were both surrounded by a huge crowd of people. 


"Shit! Come on Jan, we need to go help them." He got up from where he was sitting, grabbed his coat, and ran 


over to the car. Jan followed close behind him. 


"That Henri guy must have found them. It figures that he would want to spill yours and Pelle's secret.” 
"I just hope that Pelle is okay." Varg said, as he started up the car. 


Back outside the shop, Pelle and Jorn, were still trying to make their way through the crowd of people. Jorn 
didn't know how much more Pelle could take. He was starting to feel weak, and this whole situation was 
stressing him out. 


"Don't give up now Pelle, we're almost back to my car, then | can get you back home." 


"Okay" Pelle whispered, his voice weak. He felt someone's hand grab onto his arm, stopping him from walking. He 


turned to see that it was Henri who had grabbed him. 

"Dead, can you please take the time to answer a few questions for me?!" 

"Let go of me!" 

"Get your filthy hands off of him!" Jorn yelled, almost hitting Henri in the face. He finally let go of the Swede. 
They had finally made their way out of the crowd of people. Pelle released a sigh of relief, glad to not have a 
whole bunch of cameras in front of his face. He was about to follow Jorn to his car, but then heard a voice 
from someone, which he was glad to hear. 


"Pelle!" Varg called out to him, from down the street, running towards him. 


"Varg! I'm so happy to see youl" He let go of Jorn's arm, and started walking over towards him. Before he 


could make it any further though, he felt a foot underneath his leg, making him trip. 


Jorn tried to stop him from hitting the ground, but it was too late. The vocalist fell to the ground, his 


stomach hitting the concrete. 

"Pelle! No!" Varg cried out, rushing over to him. He leaned down, scooping the Swede up in his arms. 
Pelle winced in pain, placing a hand on his stomach. "V-Varg..0-our girls." 

Varg kissed his forehead. "You and them will be alright. I'll make sure of that. Who did this to you?" 
Pelle moved his arm, pointing at the man in the yellow suit. "It was him.H-he did it." 


Varg looked over to where Henri was standing. "You! You tried to hurt him!" 


Henri froze in his tracks, his face paling. "N-now..Mr. Vikernes.t was an accident.H-he should have been 


watching where he was going." 

"You fucking bastard! I'll kill youl" He ran over to Henri, shoving him to the ground, and started beating him. 
Jorn and Jan came over to them, pulling Varg off of him. The man's face was covered in blood. 

"Let go of mel | need to make sure this scum pays for what he has done!" 


"Varg! There has to be another way to solve this! Pelle needs youl" Jorn said, trying to talk some sense into 
Varg. 


"Yeah, he won't be very happy if you end up going to jail today." Jan said, while holding onto Varg's arm. 


The brunette looked over at Pelle. Who was being held by Fenriz, who had just arrived with Marie. He stared 
back at the crowd of fans, and religious fanatics that stood watching them, yelling insults at them. Who knew 
that something needed to be done about this. He grabbed the microphone, that was now lying on the ground 


next to Henri. 
"What are you doing?" Henri asked, confused as to what Varg was going to do. 
He took a deep breath, and then spoke. "Everyone, please calm down, and listen to me!" 


Apparently no one listened to him. Marie, who had decided that enough was enough, walked over to where Varg 
was. "Will you all shut the hell up and listen?!" She yelled into the microphone, making everyone around them go 


silent. 


Varg thanked her, before finally speaking again "Okay, everyone, | know this is all a very shocking surprise to 
all of you. Trust me, it was to me too, when | found out that Pelle is pregnant. But | still feel the same about 
him. His body may be changing, but it doesn't change who he is as a person. He is still the same Dead, that 
you all know. Why should it matter that he is in love with a man, and is pregnant?" 


He could hear a few whispers among the crowd. He heard one person, a fan, say something. “But..it is 


umaturall It is disgusting!" A few people around the person, agreed with him. 


"Really?" Varg spoke. "What is so disgusting about our love for each other? We love each other, just like you 
would love your girlfriend, or boyfriend. We created two special lives, out of our love for each other. He is 
pregnant, with twin girls. Do you want to know what is disgusting? What's disgusting is that he lived someone 
for a few years, who would put him down, encouraging him to commit suicide and hurt himself more. He 
planned to murder him, and rape him. Even after everything that he has been through, there still seem to be 
people out there that want to hurt him. That to me is disgusting. Not our love for each other." 


One of the fans among the crowd, stood in front of the others. It was Alana. The girl who Pelle had met at the 


last concert he performed. 


‘I've met Dead. He was a very sweet and amazing person. Him being gay, and pregnant doesn't change anything 
for me. | know he is the same Dead that we've all known about before. We all know that he is still an amazing 
and unique musician. | know that you all still love him. If anyone deserves our hate, it is not him, but anyone 
who decides to hurt him." Most of the fans in the crowd agreed with her, besides a few others, and the 
religious people. But she knew, that she had gotten her point across to them. 


She walked up over to Varg, who was now holding the vocalist in his arms. "Thank you, for your help." Varg 
said, while Pelle smiled back at her. 


She smiled back. "You're both welcome. | just hope Pelle and his babies will be okay.’ 
"They should be. He just needs a lot of rest, after Today." 


"That's good then. You better get him home now. Me and the rest of the fans will take care of Henri from 


here. We'll make sure he never comes near you two again" 


She watched them both walk off, along with the rest of the guys. She then turned to Henri, who was now 


cowering on the ground below her. 


He took a look at all of the pissed off people, that were surrounding him. He gulped, sweat dripping down his 
face. "Please, don't hurt me.." He pleaded with them, but his cries for mercy, would be in vain 


Varg held Pelle close to him, as they both sat on the couch together. "I'm so glad that you are okay." He 
whispered to him, kissing his neck. His hands laid on Pelle's belly, feeling their twins kicking. "| was so scared 


that | would lose you and our girls." 


Pelle turned his head to kiss him. "You won't ever lose me. I'm going to be right by your side, forever." He 


whispered back. "I'm just so glad, that Eva and Elsa are okay." 
"| am too, love." 

"Varg." 

"Yes Pelle?" 

"Can you sing my lullaby to me? Please?" 


Varg kissed him again. "I'll sing to you all night, if you want me to" And so he did, singing the lullaby that he 
made for Pelle. Singing it to him and their girls, throughout the cold, winter night. 


He looked up from where he was sitting, to see the officers bringing in two men One which was Henri, whose 
face was all bloodied and scarred up, and the other was Tampa. He frowned, when he saw that they were 
putting them in the same cell as him. He did not feel like dealing with two idiots today. 


"Oystein! It is so good to see you again!" Tampa said, wrapping his arms around him. 


He growled. "Tampa, get your hands off of me.." He shoved the man away from him. "What are you two clowns 


in here for anyways?" 

‘| was arrested for having drugs on me" Tampa said. 

"Why does that not surprise me" Oystein said, rolling his eyes. 

"| was arrested for hurting a pregnant man." Henri said. 

Oystein laughed. "A pregnant man?! You sure it wasn't a pregnant woman, that looked like a man?" 


‘lm telling the truth! Your vocalist, who you supposedly tried to rape, has gotten knocked up by Varg 


Vikernes." 
"How is that even possible?" 
"He must be half man, and half woman. He even has boobs now." 


"Hmm..You know | remember something that Varg told me, on the day that | was arrested. He told me that he 


came back in time, to save him. Hmm.maybe it's not impossible after all. I'll just have to see for myself" 
"But how? How are you going to do that? You're stuck in here for ten years!" Henri said. 


They were soon interrupted by a guard that called Oystein's name. “Let's just say I'm getting out soon. I've 
been on my best behavior while | have been here, and told everyone that | regret what | did, and that | want 
to get better." He stood up from where he was, looking back over his shoulder at them. "I'll be seeing you 


losers later." 


Euronymous was soon to be out of prison He had pretended to feel remorse for what he had almost done. He 
had seen a few psychiatrists while here. Now he would finally be out. He would soon be able to get his revenge, 


and this time he would make sure that he would succeed. 


Chapter 31: Nightmare 
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It was Christmas time in Norway. At Pelle's and Varg's house, they and their friends were getting ready for 
the lovely holiday. Pelle never really enjoyed Christmas much before, especially when he was depressed and 
wanting to die, near this time of the year. But now, now that he was more happier with life, had amazing 
friends, a loving husband, and twins on the way, he intended to enjoy it this time. This would be the first time 
in a while, since he had enjoyed Christmas day. 


Right now, while the others were making Christmas dinner, he and Jorn were putting up some decorations in 


the lounge room. Jorn was teasing him about how big he had gotten, which was making Pelle a bit pissed off. 
"Jorn, you better stop teasing me.." He warned him, finishing up with putting the last of the decorations up. 
‘I'm sorry, | just can't help myself. | mean look at you. You're about the size of a whale right now." 

"What did you just call me?" Pelle asked, turning to glare at the bassist. 

Jorn, who couldn't stop laughing, responded back to him. "I said you're about the size of a whale. You better 
not eat a whole lot during dinner, you're already huge enough as it is." 

Pelle saw one of Varg's knives on the table. He picked it up, threatening to stab Jorn with it. He had just about 
had it with his teasing. "Jorn, you better run before you make me do something that I'll regret." He growled, 
pointing the knife at him. 


"Hey! Put that thing down! Varg! Could you come out here and control your husband?" 


Varg came in, hearing Jorn call out to him. He looked at the both of them, shaking his head. "Maybe you should 
stop teasing him." He said, walking over to Pelle and taking the knife out of his hands. 


‘Oh, so its my fault that he was about to stab me with that knife?" Jorn asked, crossing his arms. 

"You were the one who was teasing me." Pelle retorted back, fixing his sweater that he was wearing. It was a 
red, wool sweater, with a reindeer on it. He had gotten it from his mom. When he opened the box it was in, he 
looked at the hideous thing with disgust. He wondered to himself how he had been convinced to wear the ugly 
thing. 


Other gifts that he had received today, were a few music albums, band t-shirts, some new copies of comics 


that had been stolen from him, horror films, and a necklace that had a bird skull on it. The present that he 
loved the most, that Varg had gotten him, were plane tickets to Transylvania. He had wanted to visit the place, 
for a very long time, and now he was finally getting the chance to go there. They were going to be going there 
sometime around his birthday. 


Jan came into the lounge room, wearing an apron and holding a tray of cookies. "Anybody want some cookies?" 


He asked. 


The scent of the cookies smelled so good. Pelle immediately got up from where he was sitting, snatching a 
whole lot of them. 


Jorn sighed. "Of course Pelle has got to eat a lot of them, before anybody else does." 


‘Leave him alone. Let him enjoy this holiday." Varg said, turning on the TV, to see if there was anything besides 
Christmas specials to watch. 


"Well, if he gets any fatter he won't be able to fit into that sweater he is wearing." Jorn whispered to Varg. 
"| heard that." Pelle said, while shoving another cookie into his mouth. 

Varg had to hold back a laugh, while hearing the two bicker back and fourth. He was happy to see that Pelle 
was happy, especially on Christmas day. But soon their day would be ruined. He was about to pass the news 


station on the TV, until he heard what was being said. 


"Oystein Aarseth, guitarist of the black metal band Mayhem, will be released from prison, on January Sth of 


next near." 
Pelle who had heard what was just said, stopped eating. He couldn't believe it. Euronymous would soon be out 
of prison? "I think I'm going to be sick." He got up from where he was sitting, and ran to the bathroom. Varg 


stayed where he was, listening to what was being said on the television. 


"The man says that he deeply regrets his actions on that day. He feels remorse for what he has put 
Mayhem's vocalist through. He told the court, that if he could take back all that he had done, he would” 


"That is such bullshit!" Varg said, standing up. "He doesn't regret anything!” 
"Do you think he'll come after you and Pelle again?" Jorn asked. 
"| know he will. He wants revenge. He'll stop at nothing to get back at us. | need to go to Pelle now." 


He walked over to where the bathroom was. The door was open. He saw Pelle, slumped down near the tub, with 


tears running down his face. 


"He's going to try to hurt one of us again, isn't he?" Pelle asked. Though, he already knew what the answer 
would be. 


"Pelle.tIl be okay." Varg said, wrapping his arms around him, trying to comfort him. "I won't let him hurt you 


again." 
"Varg..what if we fail this time? What if Euronymous succeeds in killing me? Or you?" 


"| promise you that he won't” He said, trying to wipe away his tears. But deep inside, he felt that he might not 
be able to protect Pelle this time, or their babies. He doubted himself, but he hoped that he would be able to 
protect the ones he loved from getting hurt. 


A few weeks had passed by, without any sign of Euronymous. Pelle and Varg were relieved by this, but they 
still weren't getting their hopes up. They both knew that Oystein would come after them again, but when that 
would happen, they didn't know. 


Right now, they were both on the plane leaving for Transylvania. They were happy to be going on this trip, and 
getting out of Norway for once. They needed a break from all the stress they were going through. When they 
get back, Varg knew that they needed to prepare for anything that would come in their way, especially an 
attack from Euronymous. 


He needed to put Euronymous to an end, to his grave. He was not going to spare him next time. He would make 


sure that Pelle, and their twins, would be safe. He wasn't going to put them through danger anymore. 


He looked over to him. The Swede had fallen asleep next to him, resting his head on his shoulder. He must have 
been having a good dream, because he had a small smile on his face. He always looked so peaceful, when he 
was sleeping. He moved a strand of hair out of his face, kissing the top of his forehead. 


It was night out. He stood outside, standing in front of a lake. He stared down into the dark waters, almost 
thinking that he had seen something in them. It was pretty cold out. He shivered, rubbing his bare arms, trying 


to keep himself warm. 


Pelle looked around him, not knowing why he was here. Wasn't he on a plane just moments ago? And where was 


Varg? He didn't know if he was dreaming or not. He couldn't tell, because everything seemed so real. 


He heard the rustle of leaves behind him, heard footsteps coming towards him. He turned around. He felt relief 
wash over him. He thought it was Euronymous for a moment, but it was Varg. He was looking down at the 


ground, his hair hiding his face. He seemed to also be hiding something behind his back 


"Varg, I'm so glad that its you. | was worried that it was Oystein for a minute." He reached his arms out to 


touch him, but Varg backed away. 
"Get away from mel" He growled at him. "Don't touch me!" 


"What? How come you don't want me to touch you?" Pelle asked him, confused. He didn't like the way Varg was 


acting. 
"You're disgusting. You're a filthy fucking faggot." 


"Varg, what's wrong with you? You love me, remember? This is not you. Please Varg, snap out of it." Pelle 


pleaded with him. 


But Varg didn't listen. He looked up at him, with a glimmer of hate in his eyes. "No..you were wrong. I've never 


loved you. | hate you Per." 


"V-Varg..Y-you're not yourself." He was about to try and touch him again, but then someone else stepped 
behind him, grabbing his wrists. 


“Guess who." He heard a sinister voice, whispering in his ear. 
Pelle's eye widened in terror, when he realized who it was. "E-Euronymous..” 
"Yes. It is me Pelle. Aren't you glad to see me?" 


"Let go of mel What did you do to Varg?!" He demanded, struggling to break free from Oystein's firm grip on 


him, but it was no use. 


"Let's just say that he has finally come to his senses. He has realized that you were only using him, to get 
what you want." 


"No, | would never use him. Varg! Please, help me! Kill him! Kill him now!" 

"No Pelle, the only one who'll die tonight is you. Oystein, hold him down while | take care of him." 

Pelle soon found himself being thrown down to the ground. He tried to get away, but Oystein grabbed him by 
his ankles. Pelle screamed, as Oystein broke both of his legs. He was soon flipped over. Euronymous held his 
arms above his head, as Varg leaned down, with a knife in one hand, lifting up his shirt with the other. 

He dragged the knife down, across his exposed belly. Pelle shuddered at the feeling of the blade on his stomach, 


fearing for his life, and his twins. "V-Varg..P-please don't..don't hurt them..please.." He pleaded with him, tears 


running down his face. 


But Varg just glared back at him, with a sadistic smile on his face. "Goodbye Per Yngve Ohlin. | am sending you 


back, to where you belong." 

"P-please Varg.!-| love you.please.." 

"Die, you filthy whore!" He plunged the knife into his stomach. 

Pelle let out screams of agony, as he was stabbed over and over again. He could feel the blood trickling down 
from his stomach, to his legs. He wanted this nightmare to end He was losing consciousness, as he heard Varg 


and Oystein, laughing maniacally above him. He knew that death would soon come for him, as he felt her cold 


arms, embrace him. 


He was whimpering in his sleep, mumbling some incoherent words. He soon felt himself being shaken. "Pelle! 


Pelle, wake up!" 


His eyes flew open. He looked into a pair of blue eyes, staring back at him with concern in them. "Are you 


okay?" 
"V-Varg..Am | dreaming again?" 


"No, you're not dreaming. You fell asleep, and | heard you whimpering, saying words like ‘no' and ‘please’. You 


were having a nightmare." 


"Y-yes.| was. l'm just glad it was only a dream." Pelle whispered, as he snuggled closer to Varg, still shaken up 


by the nightmare he had. "It felt so real." 
"Do you want to tell me about it?" He rubbed his back, trying to soothe him. 
Pelle shook his head. "No, | just want to forget about it. | don't want to remember any of it." 


"Well, l'm here if you want to talk about it, okay?" Varg said, kissing his head. "We still got a while before we 
get to Transylvania, go back to sleep." 


"| don't want to.l'm scared that I'll have that nightmare again" 


"Don't worry, I'll wake you up if you have another one. Nothing or anyone will hurt you, not while | am here 


with you." 


"Okay..Just don't let go of me." Pelle whispered. 


"| won't. | won't ever let you go." Varg said, as he wrapped his arms around him even tighter. Pelle closed his 
eyes, finding comfort in Varg's arms, the sound of his heartbeat lulling him to sleep. 


Chapter 32: Evil Lurks Nearby 
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While Pelle and Varg were away in Transylvania, Oystein had decided to drop by at their house. He had found 
out from Sonja, where they were living. She didn't live far from them, so she had seen them from time to 


time at this house he had just arrived at. 


He walked up onto the porch. He didn't know if anyone was home or not. The lights were off inside, so it 
seemed that no one was home. He pulled out a lock pick from his pocket, and used it to try to get the door 
unlocked. With luck on his side, he had finally got it unlocked He didn't want to have to break a window, just in 


case if they had an alarm system, 


He walked inside of the house, closing the door behind him. He was right, neither of them were here at all. He 
walked up the stairs, looking for their bedroom. Whatever Varg had, that he had used to travel through time, 


he knew that it must be somewhere, hidden in there. 


He opened the door to one of the rooms. It was their bedroom. He walked in. He saw a picture on the 


nightstand, with Varg holding Pelle. The vocalists belly was swollen with child. 
"Shit, he has gotten huge. Guess Varg did knock him up." 


He turned away from the picture, looking at a huge chest, that was at the end of the bed. He decided to look 
through it, hoping to find whatever it was that he was looking for. He searched through it, not finding anything 
that hinted at the idea of time travel. 


"Shit, there is nothing in herel" He kicked at the chest. "Fucking damn thing.." He growled. "Varg, where do you 
keep your most precious items..?" He searched around the room. He soon spotted a notebook, that was lying on 


the dresser. "Hmm.maybe this will give me a clue to what | came here to get." 

He picked up the book, opening it, and flipping through its pages. He read each entry, hoping to find some kind of 
clue. "Hmph! A lot of mushy stuff in here about Pelle. Just reading these entries is making me want to puke." 
He flipped through some more pages of the book, and finally came across an entry that said something about 
how Varg traveled back in time. 


"Hmm..so he uses some kind of jewel that is magical, huh? | wonder where he would keep it though." 


He looked around the room, noticing a small box on the dresser. He opened the box, and inside was a glowing 


blue crystal. It was the time crystal that Varg had used. He picked it up, wondering how this jewel worked. He 
looked through the pages of the notebook again, but he couldn't find anything. He knew that he would have to 
get it out of either Varg or Pelle. 


He put everything back where it was, hoping that they wouldn't notice that anything was missing. But even if 
they did, he knew that they wouldn't be able to find him. They didn't know where he lived in Oslo. In fact, no 


one really knew of the place where he lived at. 


He walked outside of the house, not noticing the small black cat, with violet eyes, that were watching him. 
Tracey had a feeling, that something terrible was going to happen. She wanted to stop this man, but she knew 
that she couldn't. She couldn't intervene, in helping Varg kill him. She could only hope that both he and Pelle, 


would be careful. 


Varg and Pelle, returned from their trip a week later. During their trip, they had visited a few of the famous 
cities in Transylvania, the famous castles, and a few museums. While on their trip, Tracey had called to tell 
them that Euronymous came to their house, and stole the time crystal. Of course, neither of them were 


happy to hear about this. 


Varg wondered what Oystein even planned on doing with it. He didn't even know how to use it. So what would he 


want with the time crystal anyways? 

They both spent the next few weeks, keeping an eye out for any sign of Euronymous. They both knew that he 
planned on doing something soon. Varg went with Pelle everywhere, to make sure that he was safe. He didn't 
even go to work for a while. He was almost about to lose his job. 

It was the 37th week of Pelle's pregnancy. He was almost nearing the end of it. Him and Jorn, were out 
shopping for stuff for his babies, and some groceries. Jorn had convinced Varg to finally go to work, or else he 
and Pelle wouldn't be able to afford to take care of their twins. Before Varg had left for work, he hugged Pelle, 
holding him close to him. 


"You're holding onto me really tight..What's wrong?" Pelle had asked him, earlier today. 


"Its just that | feel that if | let you go right now, that if | don't go with you, you'll disappear. That someone wil 


come and take you away from me." 
"Don't worry, nothing will happen to me." Pelle said, reassuring him. 
"Okay..Just call me if anything happens, and please, stay close to Jorn" 


"| will, | promise." 


He had promised him that he would stay in Jorn's sight, at all times. Right now they were standing, in a long 
line. Pelle couldn't stand waiting for so long. He felt as if his feet were about to give out from underneath him, 
and his back was starting to ache a lot. He also couldn't stand the stares from many of the people in the 
store. 

"Pelle, are you alright?" 

"No, Jorn. I'm not alright.My whole body aches, and everyone is staring at me." 

"Do you want to head out to the car, and wait for me?" 

"| do, but | promised Varg | wouldn't leave your sight” 

"You should be fine. | think Varg worries too much about you." 


"Well, wouldn't you if you knew that there was someone out there who wanted to kill you?" 


"You are right about that, but | don't think nothing will happen to you." He handed Pelle the keys to his car. "Go 


on. Go outside to the car now. | won't be long. The line is getting shorter now." 
"Okay, but please try to hurry up." Pelle said, walking towards the exit of the store. 


"Ill try To." He was about to place their stuff, near the cash register, when he suddenly felt a tap on his 


shoulder. Jorn turned around, to see a young woman behind him. 
"Excuse me, may | ask you a question?" 

"Yes, what is it?" 

"Is that man really pregnant?" 


"Well, uh..um.its a long story." Jorn stuttered a bit, scratching the back of his head. He hoped that he would 


be out of here soon, away from this curious woman. 


Pelle walked out of the store, feeling the cold air hit his face. The parking lot was pretty empty, hardly anyone 
was around. It was also dark out too. He gulped, feeling quite nervous to be out here by himself. He walked 


towards the car slowly, making sure to keep an eye out for any sign of Euronymous. 


He finally made it to the car, releasing a long breath, that he had been holding in for so long. He heard some 
birds, being frightened away, by something nearby. He felt fear, boiling up in his chest. He quickly pulled out his 
phone, dialing Varg's number. He answered after a few rings. "Hey Pelle, how is everything going with the 


shopping?" 

"Varg.l'm outside by myself near the car, waiting for Jorn. tm scared." 

"Okay, just calm down. Do you have the keys to get inside of the car?" 

"Yes." 

"Unlock the door, and get inside now. Stay on the phone with me, okay.” 

"Okay." He said, trying to get the keys out of his pocket. "I wish Jorn would hurry up. don't know wh-Mmph!" 
Before he could finish what he was about to say, someone came up behind him, grabbing the cellphone out of 
his hand, and placing their hand around his mouth. He tried to pry the hand off of him, but it was no use. 


He heard a familiar voice, whisper in his ear. "Hello Pelle, it is good to see you again" 


It was Euronymous who had grabbed him. He struggled to break free from his grip, his screams muffled by 
his hand. He could hear Varg's voice on the phone still. 


"Pelle? Pelle?! Are you alright? What's going on? Pelle!” 

Oystein held the phone up to his ear. "Hello Varg” He said, smirking, 
"Euronymous? Where is Pelle 

"He's right here with me. tm afraid he can't talk right now’ 

"Let go of him, you bastard! lIl fucking kill you! 


"If you don't calm down, you won't be able to hear what | have to say." He could hear Varg's heavy breathing 
on the other end. He had finally calmed down enough, to listen to what Oystein wanted to tell him. 


"That's better. Now, if you want to see your precious Pelle again, you'll come looking for him." 
"Where are you taking him?" 


lm not going to tell you. You'll have to figure it out yourself. You better make sure to find him by tonight 


Varg, or Pelle will die." 
‘Oystein.You better not hurt him.." Varg growled into the phone. 


"Good luck Varg. Now, here is Pelle. Pelle, say goodbye to your boyfriend." He said, holding the phone close to 


him. 


"Mmph! Mmph!" 


Varg spoke again, after he heard Pelle's muffled cries. "Pelle, | will find you. Try to do anything you can to 
defend yourself against him! Just please, hold on. | won't let this sick bastard hurt you." 


Oystein crushed the phone, right in front of Pelle's eyes. He dragged him out of the parking lot, and into an 
alley, where his car was parked at. He opened the door, throwing the vocalist into the back seat. He grabbed 


some rope from inside, tying it around his legs and wrists. 


Pelle struggled to break free of the ropes, but they were too tight on him. "Varg will stop you! You won't get 
away with this Oystein!" 


"I'm pretty sure that | already have." Oystein said, smirking at him. 

"He will kill you. He will." 

Oystein grabbed him by his hair. "You know, | just about had it with your fucking whore mouth." He pushed 
him back down again, tying a piece of cloth around his mouth. "There, that's better." He said, patting his hair. 
"Just wait here, I'll be right back" 

He went over to the passenger side of the car. Pelle waited, scared, not knowing what would happen next. 
Oystein soon came back, with another piece of cloth, which was doused with chloroform. He placed the wet 


cloth on his mouth and nose. 


Pelle tried to move away from him, but Oystein held him down. He held his breath, trying to not inhale the 


scent, but he couldn't hold it for long. His vision went black, and he lost consciousness. 


Oystein then removed his hand from him. "You'll be fast asleep for a little while." He didn't want the Swede to 


know where he was taking him to, he wanted it to be a surprise. Things were going according to plan. 


Chapter 33: Cut and Burned 
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Varg was furious, and very worried, after he had gotten the call from Oystein, saying that he had kidnapped 
Pelle. He needed to find him and fast, before the night would end. He had until midnight to find him. He hoped 
that he would be able to save Pelle, and their babies in time. He hoped that Oystein wouldn't hurt him. He 
would make sure that the fucker, would suffer through a lot of pain if he did. 


He knew he couldn't do this alone. He called the others to tell them what had happened. Marie and Fenriz went 
to the police, to help them with finding Pelle. Jorn and Jan were searching on the other side of Oslo for him. 
Jorn was very angry with himself, for letting Pelle out of his sight. But Varg didn't blame him for what 
happened. It wasn't his fault, he didn't know that Oystein would kidnap Pelle. 


Right now, Varg was driving in his car, going to Helvete. Tracey was with him. "Varg, there's something | need 


to tell you." 

"Not now Tracey. | need to concentrate." He said, gripping the stirring wheel tightly. 

"But it's important! You need to listen to me. You're not searching in the right places. | know where Oystein has 
taken Pelle." 

Hearing this from her, surprised him and made him feel more hopeful. "And you know this how?" 

"Varg..Do you remember seeing a castle in the forest? The one where my grandmother's cottage is." 

He thought for a moment, jogging through his memory to see if he could remember what she was talking 
about. The castle. He had forgotten all about it. "| do remember seeing one, yes. But | don't think he could have 
taken Pelle there. It's all the way in Sweden 


"The castle that you seen in Sweden was an illusion. It was a warning, foreshadowing what could happen on this 


day. Unfortunately, one of those warnings has already happened." 
"One of them? There's more?" 


"Well, there are two. One was you seeing the castle, the second is when my grandmother burned the letter, 


that Oystein had written to you." 


"So, he is going to kill Pelle with fire?" 

"It seems like it. Everyone who has came to my grandmother, has gotten these warnings. They are supposed to 
warn them of what could happen in the future. No one ever pays attention to them though." 

"There's only one castle here in Oslo, and that is Akershus Fortress. | don't think he has taken him there." 


"There is another one, that hardly anyone knows about. It is in the Nordmarka forest. Euronymous has taken 
Pelle there, | just know it" 


“Alright, we're heading over there now." 


He opened his eyes slowly, finally coming to. His vision was blurry at first. his whole body hurt. Pelle tried to 
stand up, but he was too weak to. 


He looked around the place where he was. He seemed to be in a dungeon. He saw Oystein, standing in the 


doorway. "| see that you have finally woken up." 
"Where am |? What is this place you have brought me to?" 


"Well, this is my new home Pelle. You are inside an old castle. | chose to bring you here because no one really 


knows about it. So, | doubt that anyone will find you here." 


He knelt down before the Swede, with a sinister grin on his face, reaching out to caress his hair. Pelle tried to 


get away from him, but it was hard to, especially when he could barely even move. 

He flinched when Oystein touched him. He started to shake a bit, out of fear. 

"You are so beautiful Per." 

"Please..don't hurt me." 

"Now that wouldn't be any fun, now would it?" He said, as he reached under his shirt. 

"Don't! Don't touch me.." He pleaded with him. 

Oystein didn't listen to him. He ripped Pelle's shirt off, exposing his breasts, and his swollen belly. He shoved 
him down onto his back, resting all of his weight on him. He kissed him roughly, biting at his lip. He grabbed his 


breasts, twisting the nipples painfully, earning a whimper from the shaking, crying form beneath him. 


"O-Oystein.." Pelle whimpered. "Please..stop. | don't want this." 


"You know you do. You know you can't resist me Pelle." He said, as he moved his hand underneath his pants, 


shoving two fingers inside of him. "Well, this is surprising. | didn't know you had a cunt Pelle.” 


He turned his face away from him, not wanting him to see the fear and shame in him. He closed his eyes, 


trying to ignore the feeling of Oystein's fingers inside of him, moving in and out. 


"P-please..stop.please..” Pelle said, the tears falling more faster now. He didn't like the way his body reacted to 
Oystein's touch. He felt disgusted with himself. He choked back a sob, when Oystein removed his fingers, and 
replaced them with his cock. "I don't want this..." 


"That's not what your body is telling me. Face it Pelle. You do want this. You like being used and violated, 
treated like a filthy slut." He rubbed the head of his cock against his cunt, making him moan a bit. "See, | can 
tell that you want me to fuck you." Oystein said, grunting a bit. 


"Nol | don't!" Pelle cried out. 


Oystein leaned over to kiss him again, silencing his cries, as he penetrated him. Pelle bit his lip, trying to hold 
back the moans and whimpers of pain, as the man above him raped him. Moving hard and fast inside him. He 
shuddered a bit, as he felt himself cumming. 


"See, you're enjoying this. Don't act like you don't love what I'm doing to you." 


Pelle closed his eyes tightly, not wanting to look at him. He felt ashamed. He wished that his body wouldn't 
react in such a way to this horrible torture. Oystein then pulled out of him, flipping him over onto his 


stomach. 


Pelle knew what would happen next. He tried to scramble away from Euronymous, but he grabbed him by his 
hips, holding him in place. "Hold still now. This will hurt, a whole lot." 


Pelle screamed, as Oystein forced his cock inside of him again. He could feel his insides tearing, blood trickling 


down his legs, as Oystein raped him again. 
"Guess Varg didn't fuck your ass enough, did he? You're so tight” 


Pelle whimpered, hearing the guitarist moan above him, abusing his body. He laid a hand on the back of Pelle's 


neck, choking him. 


He tried to breathe, as the hand choked him. He couldn't believe this was happening. He thought he had escaped 
this fate, when Varg had saved him the first time from Euronymous. He worried for his babies inside him. He 


hoped that they weren't hurt. 


Oystein let go of his neck. He leaned down, biting into it, drawing some blood. The vocalist struggled, as Oystein 
soon came inside of him. He hoped this nightmare would end soon. Hoped that Varg would soon find him. 


Varg had to pull over to stop the car. His head hurt a lot, and he thought he could hear Pelle's horrible 


screams of agony. 
"Varg, are you okay?" 
"l-I can hear him Tracey.he's in pain.! can feel it." 


"Well, we can't sit here forever. We're almost there now." She unbuckled her seat belt, and got out of the car. 


“Come on, we might as well start walking. We won't be able to get there, without being seen with the car." 


"Alright" Varg said as he got out of the car too, and started following her. They were getting closer now. Varg 
knew that he would find Pelle very soon. He just hoped that he would still be alive, when he did find him. 


Oystein leaned down over the naked, shivering form beneath him. "Aww, stop your crying. You know you liked 


it" 
Pelle turned slowly to look at him. "Please, just let me go Oystein" 
"Sorry, can't do that. The fun is just getting started. I'll be right back" Oystein walked out of the room. 


Pelle waited, nervous and scared. He knew what Oystein was capable of. He knew that the man would make him 


suffer. He soon came back into the room, carrying a metal bar, that looked like it was very hot. 


Oystein held him down, as he placed the bar on different parts of his body. On each of his side, his belly, arms, 


and legs. Pelle screamed in agony, as he felt the searing, burning pain on his skin. 


Oystein dropped the bar he was holding. Pelle thought that this was the end of his suffering, but little did he 


know, that it was far from over with. 


Euronymous picked up a knife, that was lying near him. Pelle stared up in horror at the sharp blade, above 
him. "No! No! Please! Don't hurt them, please!" He cried, begging Oystein to spare his girls. 


‘lm not going to hurt them. The only ones who | want revenge on is you and Varg" He flipped Pelle over onto 
his stomach. "I'm going to make sure to leave my mark on you Per, so you'll always be reminded of this special 
right between us." 


He pressed the cold blade against his back, carving into it. He loved hearing Pelle screaming in pain, begging him 
to stop. Poor Pelle, who was in such a vulnerable state right now. By the end of tonight, he would break him, 


and Varg Vikernes. He laughed above him, listening to the pitiful screams, which was like music to his ears. 


Varg stumbled, wincing, as he felt some kind of burning pain, all over his body. He fell to his knees on the 
ground, trying hard to forget the pain. 


"T-Tracey..what is going on? Why am | feeling Pelle's pain?" 
"Because your souls are connected. Whatever pain Pelle feels, you feel." 


"Euronymous must be inflicting lots of pain on him.'ll kill the bastard for hurting him. I'll make sure that he 
pays for what he has done.” 


Pelle laid on the cold floor, sobbing. This whole experience was torture for him. He didn't know how much more 
he could handle. Oystein ran his fingers down his back. He had carved the words ‘pathetic, worthless, whore’, 
into his skin. 

"When you see these words, carved into your skin, you'll always remember this moment.” He kissed the Swede 
again "| must leave you, for a little while. | won't be gone long." He chained Pelle's wrists up, that way so he 


wouldn't be able to get away. 


Before he exited the room, Pelle asked him a question "Oystein.Y-you promise that if Varg finds me, before 


the night ends, you will let me go and leave us alone?" 
He smiled, turning to face him. "Yes, | promise. You have my word." 
"T-thank you.." Pelle whispered. 


"You're welcome." Oystein said, closing the door behind him. He smirked to himself, trying to hold back a laugh. 
"What a fool.” 


Varg and Tracey had just arrived at the castle. They walked up to the front doors of it. Varg tried to open 
them, but they wouldn't budge. "How are we supposed to get in?" 


Tracey who had transformed, into her cat form, hopped up onto the ledge of a window. "This window is open, 


try going through here." 


Varg climbed up onto the ledge, opening the window some more, and went inside. Tracey followed him. 


The place was huge. Varg didn't know if he would be able to find Pelle in here. "Where do you think he would 


keep him here Tracey?" 

"Hmm..You could try the dungeons. That's where he probably is." 

"Okay, I'm going to go down there. You stay up here, and keep an eye out for Euronymous." 

"And you be careful. Do you have any weapons on you that you could defend yourself with?" 

Varg showed her the pistol that he had brought with him. He figured that a gun would be the best thing to 
use in this situation He walked down the halls of the castle, looking for a passageway, that would lead him to 
the dungeons. He soon came upon a flight of stairs, that seemed to lead down to them. He walked down them, 
hoping that Pelle would be down here. 

He soon came to a hallway, that had a lot of doors. He called out Pelles name, hoping that he would answer 
him. He got no answer back. He was almost about to leave, when he heard a quiet, weak voice from behind one 
of the doors. 

"V-Varg.i-is that you?" 


Varg ran over to where he heard the voice from. He opened the door, and saw Pelle, lying on the floor naked, 


and covered in blood, and burn marks. 

"Pelle!" He ran over to him, cradling the lithe form in his arms. 

"Varg.| am so glad that you came. | almost started to lose hope." 

"You're hurt.badly.What did he do to you?" Varg asked, looking over the Swede's body. 

"H-he raped me." Pelle cried, letting his tears fall. "He burned me..and he carved words into my back." 
"That sick bastard.l'll make him pay for what he has done to youl" He tried to get the chains off of Pelle's 
wrists, but it was no use. "We need to get you out of here." 

"Varg..Oystein promised he would let me go..that he would leave us alone..." 

"| wouldn't trust him Pelle. He was lying to you." 

Pelle was about to respond back, but he looked over Varg's shoulder, seeing the shadowy form of someone, 
who he didn't want to see no more. His eyes widened in horror, when he saw what he was holding in his hands, 


aiming it at Varg. 


"Varg, look out!" 


Chapter 34: Sacrifice 
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"Varg, look out!" Pelle screamed, trying to warn him. Varg turned around, taking out the pistol he had on him, 
and was about to shoot Euronymous. But, before he could pull the trigger, Oystein shot him, in his arm, 
knocking the pistol out of his hand. 


Varg let out a scream of pain, clutching his arm with his good one. Pelle tried to reach for the pistol, but the 
chains on his wrists held him back. He was almost able to reach it though, his fingers just barely touching. 


Oystein kicked it away, stepping on his hand. 


Varg could barely move. He crawled over to where the pistol was, picking it up with his good hand. "Leave him 


alone Oystein, now!" He growled at the guitarist. 


"Not so fast Varg" Oystein held Pelle up by his hair, appointing a knife to his throat. "If you shoot me, I'll slit 
his throat. Making him bleed to death. Drop your weapon now, or Pelle dies." 


"Haven't you done enough to him Oystein?! Just let him gol” 
| won't, not until you drop the gun" 


"Varg, don't listen to him!" Pelle screamed, while the knife that was appointed at his throat, dug into his skin, 


drawing some blood. 


"l'm sorry Pelle.'m not going to watch him kill you." Varg said, hanging his head in shame, as he dropped the 
pistol he was holding. 


Oystein walked over to him, still holding Pelle against him. He threw the vocalist to the ground, and picked up 
the gun. He then threw it away, out into the hall, and walked back over to where his rifle was, picking that up. 
He aimed it back at Varg, shooting his other arm. 


"l'Il put you through as much pain, just as | did to that filthy slut of yours." He said this, looming over Varg, 
shooting his ankle. 


Varg cried out in pain, as the bullet went through his ankle. Pelle held his hands over his ears, crying. He 
watched in horror, as Oystein then shot his other ankle. 


"You can't move now, huh? Now.how should | kill you? A bullet to the head, or heart?” 

"Oystein! Please stop! Don't kill him! Please!" Pelle begged him, not knowing what else to do. He couldn't stand 
watching Varg suffer, and not being able to do anything about it 

"Tell me Pelle. Tell me how this crystal works’ 

"What? Why?" 

"Just tell me, now! 

"You have to spin it, three times to get it to take you to the place where you want to go to’ 

"Anything else” 

"If you're taking another person with you, it has to be spun six times. Three times by you, and three times by 


the other person If you want to remain at the place longer, for at least a whole day and night, it must be 


spun twelve times. 
"Good, that is all | need to know." 

"Will you let us go now?" 

'No.l'm still going to kill you and your boyfriend! 


Pelle choked back a sob. Him and Varg were both going to die tonight, along with their twins. "Oystein, please. Ill 
do anything..anything to save Varg.." 


"Anything?" 

"Yes." He whispered, staring down at the floor. 

"You will come with me then If you want to save Varg from death, you will come with me." 
"Pelle.don't. Don't listen to him. There has to be another way." 


But he had already made his decision. He wasn't going to let Varg die, because of him. He knew that the only 


one who Oystein wanted to kill was him. He would sacrifice his life, to let Varg live. 


‘lm sorry Varg. can't let you die. | want you to live. So, for that to happen | must give up my own." He looked 
at Varg, with tears in his eyes. He turned to look at Oystein, who was now standing over him. "I'll go with you. 


Just let me say goodbye to him first.” 


"Fine, but make it quick" Oystein freed Pelle's wrists from the chains, so that he could go over to the 
brunette. 


"Pelle.No.You can't leave me." He laid his head on his shoulder, as the Swede held him. He wished to wrap his 


own arms around him, and to never let him go. 

"I have to. It is the only way to save you." 

"Pelle, you'll die." 

"Yes, | know | will. You saved me Varg, so many times, and now | am saving you." 
"Please..don't go." 

He kissed him on the lips, saying goodbye to him. "I love you Varg" 


Varg tried to hold onto him, but he soon slipped away from his arms. He grabbed onto his arm, begging him 


not to leave. But it was no use. 


‘I've already spun it six times, now it is your turn" Oystein said, handing him the crystal. Pelle looked away 
from him, as he took the crystal from him, doing the same thing as he did. 


The crystal started to glow, and soon a white light surrounded them. Pelle stared back at Varg, smiling a small 
smile. He knew he wouldn't be able to see him again, but he was just glad that he was safe. Knowing this, made 
the pain in his chest, hurt less. 


Varg reached out towards him, trying to grab his hand. "Pelle, no! Please stay with mel" But he, and Oystein, 
soon disappeared. They were both gore. Pelle was gone, forever. There was nothing Varg could do anymore. He 
had tried to save his angel, but he was taken away from him. He sat there crying, feeling more hopeless, than 


he had ever before. 


Chapter 35: Broken 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 35 everyone! :D Just got finished this chapter not too long ago. We are almost near the ending of this 
story, so just a few more chapters to go. :) Anyways, hope everyone enjoys this :) 


They had traveled forwards in time to the future. Oystein wanted to take Pelle very far away. They were still 
in Oslo. The year is 1993. This is the night that Oystein was killed by Varg. Pelle doesn't know this, but Oystein 
does. The crystal gave him his memories of what had happened on this fateful night. 


They are inside his apartment. He grabs Pelle by his hair, dragging him over to the closest. He throws him in 


there, and then starts searching around the apartment for some rope. 


Pelle sits there, terrified of what Oystein might do to him. He would try to fight back against him, but he 
wouldn't stand no chance, because he is too weak to fight anymore. He is just relieved that he was able to 
save Varg from being killed. At least he would have a chance to live, even if it meant that they would never 
be with each other again. Pelle knew that once he was dead, the crystal would bring Varg back to the year 


2013. Varg would never be able to save him again 
Oystein came back to Pelle, with some rope in his hands, and tied up his arms and ankles. 
"Do whatever you want to me Oystein.! have already accepted my fate. You should just kill me now." 


‘lm afraid that | can't do that Pelle. Now that | have got you far away from Varg, | am going to make sure 
that you pay for all the trouble you have caused me. | am going to make you suffer even more. The fun has 


only just begun" 
"Well, | am ready for whatever you plan on doing to me. | am not afraid of you anymore." 


Oystein then tied a piece of cloth around his mouth. He grabbed him by the chin, making him look into his eyes. 
"You should be afraid Pelle. Because | have something very special in store for you." He let go of him, and then 


stood up. "I'll be back soon. Don't miss me too much." He said as he closed the door, leaving the vocalist by 


himself in the dark closet. 


Varg couldn't believe what had just happened. Pelle was gone. He was taken away from him by Euronymous. He 
didn't know what to do anymore. He had lost all hope now. He tried to save Pelle, but in the end nothing 
mattered. He had failed. 


Tracey came into the room, seeing the broken mess of the man that she came to care about so much. This 


man before her, was her best friend. All of the other people she had helped before him, she had never gotten 
close to them like she has to Varg. She knew there was only one way to help him. She was willing to take that 
risk, even though she didn't know if he would survive it or not. 

She knelt down before him, placing her hands on his ankles. Varg stared at her in confusion, wondering what 
she was doing. A glowing light emerged from where her hands were, and soon there was no more pain She had 
healed him. 

"Well, what do you say?" 


"Thanks." He mumbled, not bothering to look up at her. Sure the pain in his arms and legs were gone, but the 


pain in his chest was still there. No healing would be able to fix the pain that his heart felt. 
"You're welcome. Now come on Varg, get up." 

"What for? Why should | continue on anymore. | have no reason left to live for Tracey" 
"Varg, stop that. You're talking stupid nonsense right now. Now get up!" 


"Don't you understand?! Pelle was taken away from me. He is gone and Euronymous will kill him. There is no 


way to save him anymore." 

"Varg, listen to me." 

| had failed Tracey. Everything that | had done to save him.it all means nothing now.’ He said, drawing his 
knees up to his chest, still crying. He laid his head down onto them. "Just leave me here to die. There is no 


hope anymore." 


Tracey leaned down before him, taking his face into her hands. "There is always hope Varg. You still have a 


chance to save him." 


"But how? How am | supposed to do that? Euronymous has the crystal. Face it Tracey, it is over. There is 
nothing | can do to save him anymore." 


“There is still a way. Varg, there is another way to travel through time, without the crystal." 


"Really? How? Tell me Tracey." He couldn't believe it. There was still hope after all. He might still be able to 


save Pelle, before it was too late. 


| can use my magic to create a portal. It'll take you to wherever Euronymous has taken Pelle. But..there is one 


problem." 


"What's that?" 


"You see, going through the portal is very dangerous. It could kill you. Even if you do survive it, your body wil 


be very weak." 
"Has this been done before?" 


She nodded her head. "Yes. The first time it was done, the person who went through the portal ended up dying. 
They didn't even make it to where they wanted to go." She placed her hand on his shoulder. "I'm scared that 
this might kill you. | care about you Varg, and | don't want you die.” 


"So, you're not going to do it?" 


‘| didn't say that | wouldn't. | know how much you love Pelle, so | am going to help you save him. Even if it 
means that | am stripped of my powers." 


She stood up, and started chanting a spell, in a language that Varg couldn't understand. Her hands glowed again, 


a violet flash of lighting emerging from them, and after she was done, a portal was on the wall. 


Varg walked up to it, touching it with his hand. He felt a strong electric shock from it. He yelped, withdrawing 


his hand from it. "| see what you mean about it being dangerous." 


"Yeah. Just imagine your whole body being inside it, instead of just your hand. The shocks electrifying you, 
trying to kill you. Are you sure that you still want to do this?" 


"Yes, | am. This is the only other option there is to save Pelle. | just hope | make it to the other side." He 
stepped even closer to the portal, ready to go in “Anything you want to say before | go?" 


"If you do make it to the other side, make sure to bring Pelle back alive." 


He took a deep breath, and then stepped inside. As soon as he was inside, he could feel all the shock waves 
going throughout his whole body. He bit down on lip, trying his best not to scream. All he could think about 
was Pelle right now, and what he was going to do to try and save him. He grabbed Oystein's rifle and the knife, 
before leaving, so he was going to use those to try and kill him. 


He knew that he was getting closer, to wherever the both of them were. His whole body felt like it was being 
torn apart. His heart beat fast. He didn't know if he would make it in time. 


He thought he was going to die, inside this thing, but then a blinding light surrounded him. He felt himself being 
transferred to another place. Where that was he didn't know yet, but he knew that he would be there soon 


He let out a loud scream. His whole body hurt all over, and he could barely move. He opened his eyes a little, 


to see Jorn standing near him, and Jan sitting across a table from him. 


"Varg! Are you okay? What's wrong?" 

"Yeah, why are you screaming so much?" Jan asked. 

"Jorn.Jan.how are you guys here?" 

"How are we here? Um, you're at a restaurant with us, remember?" 

"Are we.in Oslo?" Varg asked, wincing in pain. 

"No, we are in Krakstad. What's wrong with you? Are you losing your memory or something?" 
‘lm sorry guys.My whole body just hurts all over." 

"Do you need us to take you to the hospital?" Jorn asked. 


"No. I'll be alright" Finally, some of the pain had went away. He stood up slowly, holding onto Jorn for support. 
"What's the date?" 


"Um, it is August lOth, 1993.Why? Are you sure that you're okay?" 

"| don't know..But | can't stay here. | need to go to Oslo. | have to find Euronymous." He remembered on this 
day, that he had traveled from Bergen to Oslo, with Snorre Ruch. He wondered why things had changed. But he 
knew that he couldn't waste time thinking about it. He had to hurry, if he wanted to save Pelle. 


"Why are you going to do that? | thought you and him weren't friends anymore.| hope you're not planning on 
doing anything." Jorn said, confused. 


"There is something important | need to do. Jorn, let me use your car. | promise I'll give it back to you." 

Fine. But don't crash it or anything, please." He handed him the keys. 

"Okay. If | don't make it back tonight, go to Helvete. There is something in there that you need to find. It is a 
letter that is addressed to me from Oystein. There is something in there that you must know. | would explain 
everything to you, but you wouldn't believe me." 

"Okay. And Varg, wherever you're going, please be carefull’ 

He nodded his head back at them, and then left the restaurant, heading outside to Jorn's car. He got inside of 
it, started it up, and left the area he was in. He drove fast down the road he was taking, hoping that he 


wouldn't be too late. 


‘I'm coming Pelle. just please, hold on. I'll be there for you soon" He was worried for Pelle, and their babies. He 


hoped that they would still be alive by the time he found them. 


Oystein waited outside of his apartment. He knew that Varg would be here soon. He looked the down the street, 
and saw the headlights of his car. "Good. He has made it. Soon, I'll be able to put my plan in action" He smirked 
to himself. 


The car pulled up. The engine was turned off, and Varg stepped outside. He was surprised to see Oystein 
standing there, looking as if he was waiting for him. "I thought you would be inside?" 


| had a feeling that | would be seeing you tonight" He walked up to Varg, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Look, 
| know things haven't been good between us lately, but there is something | need you to help me with." 


"And why should | help you?" 


"IIl make it worth your while. I'll make sure to pay you back for all the money that | owe you too. | promise 


that you'll see it, just give me some time." 

Varg thought for a moment, wondering if he should help Oystein or not. He didn't know if he could trust him, 
after discovering that Oystein wanted to kill him. He sighed, finally making his decision. "Fine, I'll help you. Just 
don't turn on me. l'll make you regret it, if you do.” 


"Don't worry. You have my word. Now, follow me." He motioned for him to follow him to his apartment inside. 


They made it inside soon. Oystein shut the door, and locked it, so that no one else could get in. "What is it that 
you need me to help you with anyways?" Varg asked. 


"You'll soon find out." 
Varg heard some kicking, coming from inside the closet. "Do you have somebody here with you?" 


"Yes, | do. Come on, let me show you who it is." They both walked over to the closet. Oystein opened the door. 


Varg's eyes widened, when he saw who it was. 


"Th-this can't be possible..you're supposed to be dead.how are you still alive?" He looked over the naked form 


of Pelle, confused as to what he was seeing. 


The vocalist was covered in lots of blood, had scars and burn marks on him. He also had a vagina, small 


breasts, and he was pregnant. From the looks of it, he looked as though he would give birth any time now. 


Varg felt sick. He threw up on the floor. He just couldn't believe that Mayhem's, supposedly dead vocalist was 
still alive. After he was done vomiting up the last bit of contents that was in his stomach, he looked up at 


Oystein. "| thought he committed suicide." 
"Well, it seems that he didn't. It looks as if it was all just a hoax." 
"But you saw his body, and took pictures of it." 


"Must not have been him.." He could hear Pelle, trying to say something, but the words came out as muffled 
sounds. "Oh? Is there something you want to say Pelle? Here, let me remove that gag off of you." He untied 
the cloth that was around Pelle's mouth. 


He let out a gasp, as soon as the wretched thing was off of him. He then looked up at Varg, happy to see him. 
"V-Varg! | can't believe it.You're here." 


Varg turned to look at him. "I can't believe that you're still alive.and pregnant too" 

"Varg, grab something to attack Euronymous with! Hurry!" 

"W-what?" 

"Don't you remember Varg? You have to kill Oystein to save me. So that we can still be together.” 
Varg turned to look at Oystein "ls he crazy?" 


"Apparently so. Even crazier than what | thought he was. He thinks that you're in love with him, and that 
you're the father of his babies." 


"What?! l-I would never have sex with another man!" 


‘Ive been trying to talk some sense into this little shit, ever since | found him. But he doesn't want to listen. 
He just wants to ruin your life Varg, and mine too. We need to kill him." 


"No! Varg! Don't listen to him!" Pelle screamed, hoping that Varg would listen to him, and not the man who 
wanted the both of them dead. 


"Varg, do you have a knife on you?" 
"Y-yes.." 


Oystein grabbed him by his arm, and shoved him down on top of Pelle. He grabbed the knife, that was in Varg's 
pocket, and put it in his hand. "Cut him open Varg. Get rid of those parasites inside of him. But don't kill him." 


Varg stared down at Pelle, locking his eyes with his. Pelle's were full of tears. "N-no. Varg.Please don't. Don't 


hurt our girls.please.Remember our love.| love you..Please Varg!" Pelle cried, pleading with him. He screamed 


even more, when he felt the blade of the knife, on his belly. He remembered the nightmare, that he had on the 


plane. He was shaking with fear. He didn't want that nightmare to come true. 


Varg's hand shook, holding the knife to the vocalists stomach. He put a hand over his mouth, and lifted the 
knife up above him. He closed his eyes, and then brought it down. 


Chapter 36: Please Remember Me 
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He closed his eyes, and then brought the blade down. Pelle let out a muffled scream, expecting to feel a very 
sharp stab in his belly. But it never came. He opened his eyes, and saw that Varg brought the knife down onto 
the floor instead. Varg removed his hand from his mouth. "V-Varg.." 

"Oystein.I-I can't. can't do it" 

"What do you mean you can't do it? Rip those parasites out of him now!" 

"They never did anything to us Oystein! We can't kill those babies inside of him!" 

"If you won't do it, then | willl Get out of the way!" He shoved Varg away, and leaned down over Pelle. He picked 
up the knife, and plunged the knife into the side of his stomach. Pelle screamed. Oystein was about to stab him 
again, but Varg grabbed his arm. 

"Oystein don't! We can't kill him! Not while those babies are still inside of him!" 

"Then what do you want me to do? We can't force him to go into labor yet" 

"No, we can't. But we can cut him open, and get those babies out of his womb." 

"You know that actually sounds like a good idea." Oystein said, while rubbing his chin. "We'll sew him back up 
once we're finished. We won't kill him by stabbing him. We'll take him to Holmenkollen church, and burn him 
alive." He said, while staring down at Pelle, with a sadistic smile on his face. 

“Alright, but what about the babies? What are we going to do with them?" 

"That | haven't figured out yet. But we'll think of something. Now, hold him still while | cut out those twins." 


"No! No, please! Don't! Varg, please stop this!" 


Varg placed his hand over his mouth again "Be quiet. We don't need anyone to hear you screaming." He held 


him down, so that he wouldn't squirm around so much. "Oystein, cut him open now!" 


Oystein started cutting Pelle's stomach open. The vocalist let out muffled screams of agony. He feared for his 
girl's lives. He didn't want them to die. He didn't want to die either. He didn't know why Varg was doing this, 
siding with Oystein. 


He soon heard one of his babies crying. He looked up at Oystein, who was holding the infant in his arms, who 


was covered in blood. 


He could see some blonde locks on her. He smiled a little, knowing who this one would be. "Elsa." A tear ran 


down his cheek. 


Oystein got up for a moment, cleaning her up, and wrapping the tiny form up in a blanket. He came back, 


kneeling down before Pelle, reaching inside of him for the other baby. 


The vocalist heard another cry. His beautiful little Eva. He looked over to his precious girl. She had brunette 
hair, just like Varg. Oystein did the same with this one, and placed her on the couch, next to her sister. 


"He's losing lots of blood Oystein. | don't know if he'll still be alive, by the time we get him to the church." 


"Well, start sewing him back up. There's stuff you can use in the kitchen" He got up, and went to go put on his 
jacket. "You wait here for me. I'm going to go find one of my friends, and see if they have anything that we 
can use to set fire to that church again. I'll be back soon" He opened the door to his apartment and then left. 
Varg was now alone with Pelle. 


He sewed his stomach back up, that way so he wouldn't lose anymore blood. As soon as he was finished, he 


got up and washed his hands. After he was done with that, he slumped done onto the floor, next to the closet. 


Pelle was even more weak, then he was before. He let out a quiet sound, that was barely audible. He tried to 


move a little, but it was no use. "Varg..Our girls..Eva and Elsa. Please..remember them..You have to.. 
‘lm sorry, but | am not the father of your children, nor was | ever in love with you." 


"But you must remember..How could you forget all the memories that we shared together? Varg, I'm not 


crazy. Please remember." 
‘lm sorry, but | don't. | don't know what's going on anymore. All of this just seems so messed up." 


Pelle didn't know what to do anymore. He couldn't make Varg remember everything. He looked over to his girls 
who were on the couch, wanting to hold, and protect them. "Please..Can you bring them to me? | need to hold 


them, before | die tonight." 


"Alright, I'll bring them to you. Here, let me help you first" He placed his hands on the Swede, helping him sit 
up. After that, he walked over to the couch, picking up the two infants. He went back to Pelle, and placed the 
both of them gently into his arms. 


Pelle smiled, as soon as his girls were in his arms. He cradled the both of them to his chest, keeping them 
safe. Elsa began to suck on his nipple, drinking some of the milk inside him. He kissed her forehead gently. He 
then looked over at Eva, whose eyes were open He stared back into hers. They were a dark blue, just like her 
father's. He also kissed her forehead He would cherish this one last happy moment forever. "She has your 
eyes..and your hair." He whispered to Varg. 

| already told you. am not the father of your twins." 


"You are Varg. You may not believe me, but you are." He looked up at Varg, who was now looking back at him. 


"You really believe that | am, huh? But why? Why do you think that | am in love with you.that | am the 
father of your babies." 


"You wouldn't believe me if | told you... He stared down at the floor. "Varg, you mustn't trust Oystein." 
"Hmm?" 


"He is the one that is using you Varg. He won't just kill me, he'll kill you also when he gets the chance to. You 
must not let him get that chance." 


Varg was about to say something, but then Oystein came back into the apartment. "Come on, let's go. | got 
everything that we need. Hand me the babies." 


"No, | won't let you take them away from me." Pelle cried, wrapping his arms around the twins more tightly, 


and holding them even closer to him. 
"You don't have a choice Pelle." 


Varg reached over to Pelle, taking Elsa out of his arms, and handing her over to Oystein. Pelle held Eva even 
closer to him, trying to protect her. He wouldn't let Oystein take away his other child. 


"P-please..N-no.." He whimpered "Don't take her away from me, please.” 

Varg placed his one hand on his shoulder, and the other on Eva. "I'm sorry..Please forgive me." 

Pelle cried, whimpering even more when she was taken out of his arms. Varg stared down at the Tiny infant, 
noticing that she had the same features as him. Was Pelle right? Was everything he said really true? He 
pushed these thoughts out of his mind, while handing the infant over to Oystein. 


"Oystein, don't you dare hurt them!" Pelle cried out. 


"Pick him up Varg. You're carrying him." 


Varg picked up the weak trembling, bloody form. Pelle wrapped his arms around his neck, burying his face into 
his chest. Varg didn't know why, but he felt sorry for Pelle. He placed a comforting hand on his back, trying to 


soothe him, as he followed Oystein outside. 


Varg finally made it, to where Oystein's apartment was. He recognized the car that was outside of it. It was 
his car. "Oh no..Don't tell me that there is two people who | must face up against now." He knew that it was 
going to be even harder now, to save Pelle. Especially now that he had to fight against his other self. 


He saw the door opening, and turned off the headlights of his car, so that they wouldn't see him. First, he saw 
Oystein coming out, carrying two bundles of blankets in his arms. They were his babies. 


Anger built up, even more inside him, when he realized that Oystein forced Pelle to give birth too soon, before 
the babies were due. He then saw his other self, walking out of the building, carrying Pelle in his arms. From 


the looks of it, he seemed to be very weak, and was almost about to lose consciousness. 


"Pelle." He whispered to himself, trying to think of something that he could do to save him, and their babies. 


Varg opened the door to the car. He let Oystein place the twins inside first. Then he placed Pelle into the back 
seat also. Before he could get into the passenger seat with Oystein, Pelle grabbed him by the sleeve of his 
shirt. 


"Please..don't let anything happen to our girls..." 


Varg removed his hand from him, and gave him a small smile. "| promise that | won't." He then got into the 
passenger side of the car, buckling up his seat belt. Oystein started the car up, and they took off down the 


road, towards Holmenkollen church. 


What they didn't know, was that Varg, from the future was following right behind him. And he was going to 
try to make sure, that nothing else would happen to Pelle, or their children. He didn't want to fail in saving 


them. He was going to try and bring him back to the present time. He was ready to fight for the ones he 
loved, and for his life also. 


Chapter 38: Goodbye 
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They had arrived back home, to the year 1992. All of them, even their babies. When Varg opened his eyes, all 
of his memories came back to him. He remembered all the good times they shared. When he had first met 
Pelle, the first time he kissed him, when he first held him in his arms, the first time they made love to each 
other, their wedding, and when he discovered that he was pregnant. He remembered everything. 

He felt Pelle's hand, caressing his face. "Varg." He whispered softly. "Do you..remember anything?" 

He leaned into the hand, that was caressing him. "Yes Pelle. | do." He whispered back, smiling at him. "We did it. 
Euronymous is dead. You're safe now. We're safe." He leaned down, kissing him. "We can finally live a long, happy 
life now, together." 


Pelle kissed him back, smiling into the kiss. "Yes..together.” 


But there was still one problem. Varg may have saved Pelle from Oystein, but he still wasn't out of danger 
yet. He had lost a lot of blood, and was growing even more weaker, by the minute. 


Tracey, who had been waiting for them, walked over to where they sitting. "You guys are back. I'm so glad that 
you're both okay." 


"Me too, Tracey. But we still have something important to do. We need to get Pelle to the hospital” 

| know. | called the cops and an ambulance. They're outside with the others." 

"Wait, you weren't in your cat form?" 

"No. | told them | was a close friend of yours. Besides Jorn and Jan who already know what | really am." She 
reached out her arms, taking Eva and Elsa out of Pelle's arms. "I'll take them from here. They'll be alright 
Pelle, you don't need to worry about anything happening to them anymore." 


Pelle nodded his head. "I know. | know they'll be safe with you Tracey." He winced a little, as Varg lifted him up. 


They all went outside. Marie, Fenriz, Jorn and Jan were all waiting for them, along with the paramedics and 


police. Varg told the police that they might find Oystein inside. They went inside, expecting to find him, but they 


wouldn't. 

He laid Pelle down on the stretcher, going inside the ambulance with him. They would meet up with the others 
and Tracey at the hospital. 

He held Pelle's hand, letting him know that everything would be alright from now on. For some reason, his skin 
felt cold, and his heartbeat was very weak. But despite this, he felt inside, that Pelle would make it, he just had 
to. 

"Rest now, my love. We'll be at the hospital soon." 


Pelle smiled weakly at him. He closed his eyes, knowing that he was safe, and that there wouldn't be anymore 
nightmares. 


They were now at the hospital. Varg waited outside the emergency room, while the doctors worked on Pelle, 
making sure that he would be alright. His friends had just arrived, along with Tracey. They walked over to him, 
each with worry and concern in their eyes. 

"l-ls he going to be alright?" Marie asked. 

"l-l don't know..they didn't say anything yet" 

Jorn sat down next to him. "What happened to Oystein, Varg? The police said they didn't find him." 


"He's dead Jorn. | killed him." 


Jorn sighed a bit. He was glad, that his friends would now be safe, but he couldn't help but feel sad though. He 


knew Oystein for a long time, he was his best friend. 

‘I'm sorry Jorn. But it had to be done. There was nothing else | could do." 

‘Its okay. | understand that you had to kill him. It was the only way you and Pelle would ever be safe." 
"And your babies too. Did Oystein force Pelle to give birth?" Fenriz asked. 

Varg shook his head. "No, he cut him open" 

"Shit. That had to have been very painful" Jan said. 


"| bet it was even more painful for him, when he thought his babies were about to be killed" Marie said. "I just 


hope that Pelle will be alright." 


They were all about to find out soon. One of the doctors came out. Varg stood up, from where he was sitting, 
and walked over to him, hoping for good news. "W-Will he be alright?" 


The doctor looked up at him. He had a very grim expression on his face. "We've tried the best we could. He's in 


a stable condition now. But.we don't know if he'll make it through the night." 

Varg's eyes widened with shock "What?! What do you mean he might not make it through the right?!" 
"Calm down Mr. Vikernes." 

"Don't tell me to calm down! You tell me that he might die tonight, and you expect me to calm down?!" 


"Listen, your husband is very weak.He has lost a lot of blood, has some third degree burns, and he is having 
some trouble breathing... He placed his hand on Varg's back, trying to comfort him, but knew that it wouldn't 
be so easy. "I'm sorry Mr. Vikernes.But you must be prepared to say goodbye." 


Varg kicked at the wall. "Shit!" He slid down to the floor on his knees, tears falling down his face. "l-ls it 
alright.if | stay with him tonight?" 


"Yes, its fine. You may. You can go in, and see him soon. He is asleep right now, so try not to wake him up." 


Varg stood up, walking inside the room. Pelle was lying on the bed, asleep. He was hooked up to a breathing 
machine, heart monitor, and had an IV tube in his arm. He walked over to him, laying his hand on his, and 


kissing his forehead. "You will make it..you will live.You just have to. You can't die.do you hear me? You cant." 


He sat next to the bed, still holding Pelle's hand. He could barely feel his pulse anymore. He would look over to 
the heart monitor, every few minutes, to make sure that his heart hadn't stopped beating. 


Inside, Varg's heart was breaking. When he heard the words, that Pelle might not make it, it felt like someone 
had stabbed him right in the chest. 


He couldn't sleep. It was almost 2:00 am, and he hadn't had any sleep, since the night before. He stayed awake 


for a long time, watching over his angel. Making sure that he was still alive. 


He felt a cold presence surrounding him. He didn't know if he was dreaming or if he was dead. Pelle opened his 
eyes, to see a young woman standing above him. She had long blonde hair, a white dress, with a cloak over it. 
She had bandages over her arms and legs. What fascinated Pelle the most about her, were two pairs of white 
soft wings, from behind her back. 


"H-Have you come to take me away?" 
"I am the angel of death. Your life here, has now come to an end. | have come to take you to the afterlife.” 


Pelle reached out to touch her, but she backed away. "If you touch me now, you won't be able to say goodbye. 


Just one touch, and you'll be gone from this world, forever." 
"So, you're going to let me say goodbye to Varg?" 
"Yes. If that is what you wish to do." 


He nodded his head slowly. "I need to. | need to say goodbye to him, and my girls." He turned to Varg, who was 


sitting beside him. He must not have actually been awake, or else Varg would have noticed that he was by now. 


"This will surely break him.He won't want to say goodbye." A tear slid down his cheek He reached up to 
caress Varg's face, whispering his name. "Varg.." 


Varg looked up, hearing a beautiful voice calling out his name. Pelle was awake now. He leaned over, kissing him 


on the lips. "Don't move so much. | don't want you to hurt yourself more.” 

"Varg.0ur girls.Can you bring them to me? | need to see them." 

"Hold on. Let me help you sit up first." He moved Pelle up, so that he was sitting up. He then went over to 
their twins, who were now inside a crib. He picked the both of them up, handing them over to Pelle. He lifted 


up the gown he was wearing, so that they could breastfeed. 


Pelle kissed the both of them, cradling them to his chest. He didn't want to leave. He didn't want to say 
goodbye to his beautiful girls, and to Varg. But he knew that his time here, would soon end. 


Varg smiled, admiring the sight of his husband holding their girls. It was one of the most wonderful sights he 
had ever seen, and it made him happy. "They're beautiful Pelle." 


"Yes, they really are." 
"Which one is which?" 
"This one is Elsa, and this one is Eva Would you like to hold Eva?" 


Varg took Eva from Pelle, holding the infant in his arms. "She has my eyes..and my hair." He said, while staring 
down at his daughter. "She is beautiful Pelle. And so is Elsa. She looks just like you." 


They could both stay in this moment forever, each of them holding their girls. But Pelle knew, that it couldn't 
last. He needed to say goodbye to Varg, before it was too late. "Varg." 


"Yes, Pelle?" 

‘| love you, and our girls.Please..take care of them." 

Varg put Eva down, back in the crib. He went back over to Pelle, wrapping his arms around him. "No..You're not 
going to leave me. You're going to live. You will make it” He took Elsa out of Pelle's arms, bringing her back 
over to the crib. 

"l'm afraid | won't be able to." 

Varg walked back over to him, laying down next to him, and wrapping his arms around him from behind. "If you 
die tonight, then you won't be the only one who is gone..Our girls will also be gone. They won't exist anymore, if 
you die now." 

‘lm so sorry Varg." Pelle whispered to him, trying to hold back a sob, that dared to escape his throat. 
"Pelle.Please..don't leave me.." He held him even tighter, afraid that he would disappear, while in his arms. 


"My time here is coming to an end.! can't go on anymore..But you can." 


"No, | can't! Not anymore.| love you Pelle.If you die, then | will too. My life is not worth living, without you in 
it." 


"Yes, you can" Breathing for him, was becoming even harder now. His heartbeat was getting weaker. "| want 
you to be happy..Don't forget me Varg.Remember all the good times we shared together..Cherish my memory, 
and hold me in your heart” He said, as he looked up at Varg, smiling weakly at him. 


Varg kissed him, nuzzling his cheek. "l-I was supposed to save you..b-but.| couldn't.I-| f-failed.." 


"No..You didn't. You didn't fail." He reached up, trying to comfort Varg, who was now shaking, and crying. "You 
have saved me Varg.in so many ways..and | am thankful for that" 


"But everything that | worked so hard to put a stop to, to save you from.itll mean nothing..You getting raped 
and murdered by Oystein.it will have still happened. | wasn't able to save you from your fate." 


"But you did.P-Please..d-don't cry.| promise that we will be together again someday... 
"I will follow you..You won't leave, without me going with you." 


Pelle leaned up slowly, kissing him one last time. "l-l love you Varg..Goodbye.." He closed his eyes, breathing his 


final breath, finally giving into eternal sleep. 


Varg tried to find a heartbeat, but he couldn't. His heart had stopped beating. His angel, he wouldn't wake up 


anymore. He wouldn't be able to save him, ever again. 
"P-Pelle.No..Y-you were supposed to live..You promised.that you wouldn't leave me.." 
The crystal was glowing again. It would bring him back to the future. He held Pelle in his arms, not wanting to 


let go. But as the crystal brought him back to where he came from, he couldn't feel the cold, lifeless form in 
his arms anymore. It was as if, it was all just a dream. And he didn't want to wake up. 


Chapter 39: Take Me Far Away From Here 


Author's Notes: 
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Varg opened his eyes. He was back in the year 2013, and so was Tracey. Saya sat in front of them. He moved 
his hands up to his face, feeling the beard, and the wrinkles. He was old again. Tears were still falling down his 
face. 

"| see that you failed to protect him." 

"P-Please Saya, let me go back. | need another chance.." He pleaded with her. 

‘Im sorry, but it is over. | told you, you only get one chance, and you failed” 

"But | need to save him! To protect him!" 

"What makes you so special? How come you get another chance, and the others who did this before don't?" 


"B-Because | love him.! can't live without him.Please..Let me go back." 


"You can't play God anymore Varg. It is time for you to move on with your life. Now, hand over the crystal." 


She reached out her hand, so he could give her the crystal back But he didn't give it to her. 
"No! | won't! 

‘Varg, please give grandmother back the time crystal” Tracey said 

He stood up fast. "No! Im going to use this to take me back to hin!" 

"You foolish man! Give me back the crystal, now!" 


‘Im leaving. Tracey, stay here with your grandmother. Don't come with me. Goodbye." He turned around, 
running out door, and through the woods. 


He heard Tracey calling his name, as she chased after him. But she couldn't catch up to him. He ran very fast, 


thinking of nothing but Pelle. He wasn't going to let it be like this. He would follow him, to the afterlife, if the 


crystal wouldn't take him back to the year IA. 


He soon came to a lake. He stood before it, thinking of taking his own life. He made up his mind. He wasn't going 
to stay in this life anymore, not without Pelle. 


"Varg! Stop! Don't be stupid!" Tracey yelled She wasn't far behind him now. 

But he didn't listen to her. He stepped into the lake, swimming towards the middle of it. He spun the crystal 
three times, hoping that it would work. "I'm going to go with you Pelle. | won't let you leave me here. l'll be with 
you soon, my angel." 

He ducked his head underwater. He didn't bother trying to hold his breath. He wasn't afraid to die. For he knew 


soon, that he would be with Pelle again. His vision was starting to blur. He could see a white, glowing light above 


him, and felt cold arms, wrap around him. He closed his eyes, letting death take him to the afterlife. 
"Varg..Varg, wake up." 


He could hear a voice, calling out his name. He felt himself being shaken awake. He opened his eyes, seeing Jorn 


standing over him. "Jorn?" 

It worked. He didn't die. The crystal brought him back in time again. "Are you okay?" 

"Why?" He asked, confused. 

"As soon as we got here, you said you were feeling dizzy. You fell, and passed out on the floor." 
"Where am |? Are we at the hospital?" 

"No, silly, we're in Krakstad." 

"What's wrong with you?" Oystein, who was also in the same room as them, asked. 

"N-Nothings wrong.just must have hurt my head is all" He said, sitting up. "Where is Pelle?" 
"Hmm? He said he was going somewhere. He didn't say where though." Jorn explained. 

"Why are you worried about him?" Oystein asked. 


Varg stood up. He had a feeling where Pelle might have gone, and he was going to go find him. "I'm going to go 
look for him. l'm taking him to Bergen with me." 


“Alright, you go..Wait..Did you say you're taking him to Bergen with you? You just got here!" Jorn said, 
surprised by what Varg said. 


"And why are you taking our vocalist with you?" Oystein asked, also surprised. 

"I just need to get him away from here. | came back, to save him." Varg said. "| would explain, but | think it's 
best if | keep everything a secret." He walked towards the door stopping only for just a minute, to tell Jorn 
something. "Jorn, you need to get Oystein help. Have him see a therapist or something." 


"What are you talking about?" Jorn asked. 


"Just trust me on this. It'll save you guys a lot of trouble in the future. Me and Pelle are leaving. We're going 
far away. And we won't be back for a long time." 


He left the house, leaving the rest of the guys astonished, from what he just said. He didn't take one look back 


at the house, and ignored their voices, calling out to him. 


It took him a while, but he finally made it to the cemetery, Pelle had brought him to. He hoped that he was 
here. It was the only place he could think of, where he might be. 


He searched through it. Keeping an eye out for any sign of the Swede. It had begun to snow. He was about to 
turn around, and search for him in the forest, until he caught sight, of golden blonde hair, only a few feet in 
front of him. 


There he was. His angel, Pelle. He was leaning down, staring at an old tombstone. Varg walked closer to him. He 


heard his footsteps, and turned around, seeing him. 
"You must be Oystein's friend. How did you find me here?" He asked. 


Varg was shocked. He didn't remember him. He remembered nothing of their love for each other. 


"Pelle..itts me. Varg. Don't you remember me?" 
| know who you are. This is just the first time we have met each other." 


"No, we have met before. When | came back in time to save you. But | couldn't protect you..! failed. But I've 
gotten another chance. The crystal brought me back to you." 


Pelle stared at him, bewildered as to what this man was saying. "Are you crazy?" 


"No, l'm not. Pelle, you and |..we're in love with each other." 


He reached down, wanting to caress his soft, pale skin. But Pelle got up, backing away from him. 

"Stay away from me. Don't touch me. You're fucking crazy." 

"Pelle, please you must remember? Don't you remember when | told you that Oystein was going to rape and 
murder you afterwards? That you were pregnant with twins..our girls, Eva and Elsa" He grabbed him by his 


shoulders, shaking him, trying to make him remember. "Please, you must remember them!" 


"Let go of mel Now!" Pelle growled at him. He didn't know why Oystein's friend, Varg, was acting like this. He 


needed to get away from him. 

"If me telling you won't help you remember, then maybe this will” He leaned down, grabbing Pelle's face. 

"What are you doing? Stop." His protests were cut short, when Varg's lips were upon his. At first he didn't kiss 
back, but then all of the memories, of what happened before, when Varg was here, came back to him. He 


closed his eyes, moving his lips against Varg's. 


Varg smiled into the kiss, when he felt Pelle kissing back, and ran his hands through his hair. He wrapped his 


arms around his waist, pulling him closer to him. 


They stopped after a minute or so. Pelle rested his head against Varg's chest, smiling, tears flowing down his 
cheeks. "You came back..but how? | thought." 


"I thought so too. | thought for sure | was dead. | tried to drown myself, in the lake. | was going to go with you 
to the afterlife. But the crystal gave me another chance, and it brought me back to you." 


"lm glad. We have another chance to be together again" Pelle said, staring up at him. "We'll have to start over 


again, won't we?" 
"No, not really. I'm taking you to Bergen with me, and we're going to leave Norway. I'll save up some money, 
that way so we can move far away. It'll be hard, but | know we can do it" He let go of him, taking his hand in 


his. "Come on, we can't stay here. We must leave, now." 


Pelle nodded his head, following Varg out of the cemetery. "Will we ever come back? Will we ever see the 


others again?" 
"We may, someday in the future. But for now, | just want to keep you safe from any harm." 
"You can't protect me forever Varg" 


"I know. But | am going to at least try to." Varg turned to him, smiling at him. "So where should | take you 
first? We have a long way to go, before we get to Bergen 


Pelle smiled back at him. He had a dreamy look in his eyes. "Take me up to the night sky. Where the stars, and 
the moon are. Take me to a place, where nobody knows us." He leaned on him a little, resting his head on his 


shoulder. 


"l'Il take you anywhere you want to go. | promise that I'll make sure to keep you happy. | love you, Pelle." Varg 
said, kissing his cheek. 


"I love you too, Varg." 

They both walked, with the stars and the moon shining above them, guiding their way to a place, where they 
would both be together happy, and at peace. They didn't know where they were going. They knew the journey 
would be a long one, but in the end they both knew that it would be worth it. 


Varg smiled, feeling Pelle's warm hand in his. He knew that he would always be by his side. Together, they 


would make it, and nothing, not even death, could separate them from each other. 


Epilogue 
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She swam towards the middle of the lake, going underwater. She saw Varg, who was now unconscious. Tracey 
reached her arms out towards him, and grabbed him. He didn't have the crystal on him anymore, it was gone. 


It had sank to the bottom of the lake. 


She brought him up to the surface. She swam back towards the shore, bringing him with her. Saya was 


waiting for her. 


"He's still breathing grandmother. He's not dead yet" She laid his body on the ground, trying to get Varg to 


wake up. "Varg, wake up! Please, you must!" 

"There is nothing we can do, Tracey." 

"But why?" 

"He used the crystal again. ts powers backfired on him, and put him in a coma like state. Whatever he sees 
now in his mind, is only an illusion. But it is real to him." She looked at Varg, with a sad look on her face. "Poor 
man, he'll never know that everything he is dreaming of now, is not even real." 


"He is young again grandmother. But how did that happen? And isn’t there anything we can do to wake him up?" 


"There is, but we can't do it. Our mistress will want to leave him in this state forever. Anyone who steals a 


magic crystal, will face the consequences. | am afraid we can't do anything for him." 


Tracey was on the verge of tears. Her best friend, would remain in this coma for eternity, and there was 


nothing she could do about it. "lm sorry Varg.| really am." 


‘Our mistress will also want to speak with you, Tracey. You have broken a rule that should never have been 


broken" 


"l-I wanted to help him.! only wanted him to save Pelle." 


| know, my dear child. But you could have killed him. Luckily you didn't, or the consequences would have been 


more severe." 


She uttered a spell, that was in a foreign language. A blue glowing light, went over to Varg's body, levitating it 


in midair. 
"Come on, Tracey. We must leave now. Our mistress will be wanting to speak with us soon" 
"Yes, grandmother." She stood up, following Saya. They were going to go to a secret place, where the head 


witch lived. As she followed her, Tracey regretted ever introducing Varg to her world. But it was too late now, 


to change everything. She knew that she couldn't go back in time, to change Varg's fate. 


